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CHAPTER I. 
“MIDWINTER IN DEATH VALLEY. 


Death Valley—so .called from a superstitious. belief 
among bordermen that every explorer who entered it was 
. doomed to die in a mysterious manner—was one of the 
 dreariest, grimmest-appearing spots on the Western fron- 
beter. | 

It was on the extreme border, beyond the uttermost 
confines of civilization, and owing to its unsavory name 
and reputation was as bare of inhabitants as the great 
Sandy Desert. 


-and settler, outlaw and honest settler. 

The Western winter—an unsually cold one—kad trans- 
formed Death Valley into a white expanse of snow. 

People on the trail through the snow to and from Yel- 
low Dust City, a nearby miining settlement, who looked 
toward the deserted spot shuddered as they thought of 
the dreadful fate that must befall any human being lost 
in that white wilderness. 7 
And yet there were human beings there. 

What would have looked to a passerby like an oddly- 
shaped mound of snow was in reality a retreat, half 
shanty, half cave, built against a cliff—a snug shelter 
for men and horses. ie 
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It was shunned alike by redskin and white man, miner: 
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‘BUFFALO BILL'S CRIPPLED CREW: 


q 


OR, 


Sunflower Sam of Shasta. 


By the author of “BUFFALO BILL.” 


* 


Within a fire burned brightly, the smoke escaping 
through a cleft in the rocky wall of the cliff against which 


the shelter was built. : 


Around the fire was grouped a curious-appearing lot of 
men. | 
Two of the figures that showed out in the flickering 
firelight were well known to all bordermen. 

They were Buffalo Bill, chief of scouts—at present at- 
tached to the frontier post of Fort Rescue, and his side- 


partner, the surgeon scout, Dr. Frank Powell. 


The other men, seven in number, were a sorry-looking 
crew. 

Every man of them was crippled. 

Some lacked :. hand and some lacked a foot. 

They had eyidently undergone some mutilation re- 
cently, for their stumps of arms or legs were all freshly 
bandaged, as though the wounds were not yet quite 
healed. . | 

These men—who later became famous throughout the 
borderland as Buffalo Bill’s Crippled Crew—had suffered 
a terrible wrong at the hands of some of the inhabitants 
of Yellow Dust City. 


They -had formerly formed a band of men known as the 
Blue Belt Brigade, worked a mine in the neighborhood of 


s 


Yellow Dust City and-always acted under the leadership 


of Burt Boyd, one of the men who now sai crouching 


‘ 
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by the fire with a bandaged stump to indicate where his 
right hand had been. 

‘Owing to-a number of crimes committed in “Yellow 
Dust, City, the Blue Belt Brigade had been ordered out of 
the town by a body of volunteer vigilantes under the lead- 
ership of a well-known border character, who, owing to 
the fact that his shirt was ornamented with imitation sun- 
flowers and that he hailed from the neighboring settle- 
ment at Shasta, was known among the miners and fron- 
tiersmen as Sunflower Sam of Shasta... 
~ He had ordered the Blue Belt: Brigade out of town, 
saying that although they might not have been guilty of 
the crimes charged against them, that it was considered 
best for the peace of the community. 

‘He had supplied the outcasts with toad and blankets, 
bought their claim from them at the magnificent price of 
$100,000, and although several desperadoes led by a 
‘tough ‘citizen named Scalplock Sant had urged—in order 


to curry favor with the better element in the settlement— 


that the Blue Belts be hung, they had been permitted to 


‘start off with their money. | 


They had headed for Death Valley, being forbidden to 
go, to any settlement. | 
ere they had been overtaken by a band of masked 
men, who, robbing them of all they had, mutilated them 
as has been told, and left them to die i in a blizzard which 
had come up. - 


- They would have died had not. Buffalo Bill discovered 
ies in the snow and fought his way to Fort: Rescue 1 in 
order to get provisions for them. 

He, with abundant supplies and accompanied: by Frank 
Powell, had returned to the aid of.the seven members of 
the Blue Belt Brigade who FID TC: abye; ght having 
died from their. hardships. 

In spite of the cold and snow, the two scouts made the 
seven poor outcasts comparatively Cee in the 
‘shelter they had built for them... 


- Then they started out questioning them: in’ ara: to 
find out if possible the identity of the masked men who 
had committed the outrage. of maiming. as well as eenine 
them, | 

- Both felt that whatever the crime of the tatnhed: men 
‘had been, they deserved no such punishment as had been 
inflicted upon them. Both felt that it was their duty as 


“government scouts to bring to justice the men Whe had. 


done such an outrage. 

“How many men were ‘there i in the party that oboe 
you?” asked Frank. Powell of Burt Boyd, the leader of 
the Crippled Crew. _.- 

“Twenty-seven, ” said Bonde 
oughly masked,” 

-“Fal’ exclaimed Buffal Bill, “the sae sig that I 
found these outcasts in the snow I also discovered another 
party of men lost in the blizzard. They said that they 


were miners, that they had gone on a. prospecting trip 


and that they had lost their way in the snow. 
them to Yellow Dust City. 


I guided 
They were just twenty-seven 


in number.” 
- “The work of amputation done on these men,’ taatel Dr. 
Frank Powell, “is the work of a skilled surgeon. Is there 


any stich in Yellow Dust City +: 
oe es, ”“said Burt Boyd, “there is a | doctor there—an 


and we-can compare notes, 


“and they 1 were al thor-. 


old man—-Old Rhubarb is the only name I have ever ) 
heard him called by.” | 
“He is a quack. He could never do such seat work. 
Here's something we might identify the doctor by, — 
though. Did vou notice whether the masked man who 
amputated your members wore a ring.’ 
“By Jove! he did,” eried several of the Crippled Crew 
at once. © 
“It was a massive gold ring with a large ruby i in it: ae 2 
said Walt Webster, one of the band, “and he appeared te 
be the leader of the masked men. He had two assistants, 
one who seemed to know what he was about and one who 
seemed inexperienced and who shuddered when the sur- 
geon cut into the flesh.” a 
“Was there no reason given for this mutilaiee p. aH 
“There was,” said Burt ‘Boyd. “They told us that they. 
were punishing us for our crimes, and that they wee 
still giving us a chance for life’’ + ° set?” 


“Did none of his men raise a word against his a 

“Not one, sir, that any of us were’ ‘aware of?” _ ce aR 
“You were : fifteen in number ?” iy . 
“Ves, sir.’ 

} “Now you are seven?” 
“Yes, Mr. Cody. | 
‘Eight of us have gone under,” was. the sad reply. 


“Well, we will talk it all over to-morrow, again, cad: 
see if we cannot happen upon other clews, for , Shall i ag 





| asked Buftalo Biil. 


from here to Yellow Dust. City. 


“And to-morrow I will have something to tell: you ‘all, 
’ said Buffalo Bill, and > 
after all had turned in tor the’ night. 





eee IL 
A SECRET TO TE tLL. 


New life had been infused into the band of Blue Betts 
by the coming of Surgeon Powell and Buffalo Bill, the 


supply of food and the warm clothing they: had. received. 


The dressing of their. wounds, and the hope that was 
now before them, inspired the sufferers so that they ap; 
peared like different men the next morning. 

-“This cabin is all very well, pards, for a’ makeshift, but 
not for a winter abode. 

“Tt will be the very: place: for the: horses, “but not ioe 
you. | 

“7 can swing an ax pretty well, and we'll set to work 
upon a cabin: at once,’ said Buffalo Bill. | 

Good trees were selected and quickly felled by the scout, 


‘his way of “swinging an ax pretty well,’ as he has. ex- 


pressed it, winning the admiration of. all. 

The men who .had been left their rai intact arfibng 
the Blue Belts dragged the logs to the side of the cliff. 
where Surgeon i was. busy building a chimney of 
rocks. 

By noon the chim nev was finished, enough logs. had 
been cut for the cabin, and all was going rapidly, the men 


who had their arms, but were minus a leg, making ef 


tables and benches. — ae 


In the afternoon the cabin was put up, save the r roof. 3 







The next day the chinks between the logs were closec ma 
with clay, sinall saplings formed the roof, foundation, and 
then eee straw thatched it thoroua ey. against lealeinge # : 





ee 
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A shelter of the same kind was made in front, to sit 
under, bunks were put up inside, the table and benches 


| followed, and then the making and swinging of two win-- 


dows and the door, on leather hinges, cut from an old 
saddle, occupied the third day. 

The door and windows were in front, made of plaited 
boughs, and upon the outside pine straw was fastened 
so as to make them close and secure. 


The fireplace was large, occupying nearly one end of | 
the cabin, and all the wood cut was piled up outside close 


at hand. 

“The pine balsam in the walls and roof will benefit you 
men, and your house is snug, clean and comfortable, SO 
keep it so, for upon that depends vour health,” said Sur- 
geon Powell. 

The old shanty back of the cabin was to be used for 
the few horses left to the Blue Belts, for Buffalo Bill in- 
tended taking the pack mules back with him, as there 
would be little corn left if they remained long, and this 
was to be fed to the horses that remained only when they 
could get no grass in the canyon. 

As the snow melted quickly, and grass grew luxuriantly 


in sheltered places, it was not thought that the horses 
would suffer very much. 


With the end of the fourth day the work had all been 
done, the men had moved into their new quarters, and 


they certainly looked very cheerful and comfortable in 


contrast with their last shanty house. 
‘Tired at night and retiring early, little had been talked 


of among the men, but now that all was ready, and the 
- scout and the surgeon had spoken of starting upon their 


return the next day, Buffalo Bill said: 


- 


“It was my intention, Mr. Boyd, to go to Yellow Dust 
from here, but I shall return with Surgeon Powell to the 
fort. 

“We cannot leave to-morrow, for I saw signs of a sec- 
ond storm coming on, and I do not care to face another 


‘blizzard in the saddle. 
_/ “We will go as soon as it is over, to the fort, sed then 
IT shall visit Yellow Dust City shortly afterward. 


~ “Tt will be a couple of months before you Will need sup- 


_ plies again, but I will be here with them on time, or to. 
‘guide you all to the fort, if you are able to go, and that I 


think would be best.” 
“As I do,” added Surgeon Powell. 
Captain Boyd and his men had listened with deep atten- 


‘tion to what the scout had to say, but at the last remark 


about going to the fort, he looked at his men in a curi- 
ous way, and replied: 
“We will be well enough, sir, beyond a doubt, for, with 


the kind care of Surgeon Powell we all feel like new men. 


“You, sir, have saved our lives, and we wish to be 


guided wholly by you. 


~ “But you know we are exiles, outcasts, yet, outlawed, 
and we should go to the fort under a “deep shadow of 


crime. 


“What our past has been I do not now care to discuss, ; 


but I wish to say this—that we should like to remain here 


>, an il the spring. 


‘Then we will be wholly well and able to act, and it is 


¢ ce intention to act, a crippled crew tee we are, that 
we'll make ourselves felt. 


“We all have a wrong to avenge, a cruel wrong, but, 
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outside of that, we have another duty to perform, and we 
have vowed to do it. 

“The twenty-seven men who dogged us to our doom, a 
worse doom but for you, must each one be found or ac- 
counted for. 

“The truth is, Mr. Cody, we camber speak now as we 
would,. but when you return in two months, as you prom- 
ise, we will be ready to talk, to make known to you, sir, 
and to Surgeon Powell, a secret, but to no one else.” 

The words and manner of Burt Boyd were impressive. 
Both Buffalo Bill and Surgeon Powell felt this, and the 
former said: / 

“All right, Boyd, I leave it to you what to tell, and what 
not. You may have been guilty of many crimes in Yel- 
low Dust, but you have been most cruelly punished for 
your deeds, 

“IT bear no ill will against you, and I frankly tell you I 
shall do all I can to protect you from further persecution, 
and Surgeon Powell will aid me. 

“Tell the secret you refer to in your own way and time, 
but now let me tell you what I promise to do the night of 
our coming here.” 





CHAPTER III. 
PLEDGES TO AVENGE, 


“I told you, pards, that I led a party of freezing men 
into Yellow Dust City after leaving you,’ said Buffalo 
Bill. 4 

All nodded. | | 

“I started for the fort, and could have reached there be- 
fore the storm became too severe, but I looked for a camp 
for supper and a short rest, and came upon this party of 
whom you speak.” 

“Men out of Yellow Dust, sir? , 

_ Yes, Boyd; they said they had been out prospecting.” 

ue wonder if they had not been out prospecting for us, » 
to see that we went to no other camp, or did not halt ‘near 
Yellow Dust r” 

“Boyd, there were just twenty-seven of them.” 

“My God! Can they have been the band that crippled 
us: 2? : ; 

“That was their number.” 

“But they would have returned before the time you 
met them, sir?” 

“You had a slight snowstorm soon after they left you.” 

“Veg sir." 

“Might they not have gotten lost?” 

“Would not one man in twenty-seven have been abe to 
find Yellow Dust again?” 

“Not unless thoroughly acquainted with the country. 
~The snow eee the whole aspect of the land, you 
know.” 

"Yes, but that was some weeks ago.” 

“And you had another storm, you remember ?” 

“Yes, sir.’ 

“That would have made it still worse for them.” 

el PME Gat 

“Did you observe. that your foes had lacote supplies. 
along?” 

“Not much, I should s@y.. They had no pack animals.” 

“These men. [ found were lost and out of food.” 

“Were they masked?” 
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“They were not.” | 

“They would hardly be, when they expected no one to 
see them. 

“But they had on masks. 
the rear put masks on to protect their faces from the bit- 
ing cold.” | ; 

“That settles it, sir.’ | 
“I pretended not to notice the masks.” | 
“And you guided them to Yellow Dust, Mr. Cody? r 


“Yes, twenty-five of them, for two perished with the — 


cold before we ‘reached there\” 
“Vou found out who they were, then?” © 
“I did not stop at the Golden Arms, the. hotel where 
they put up, but rode to the cabin of Sule Ross, the prin- 
cipal storekeeper, and got some supplies before going on. 
“You took chances to go on.’ | 
“T knew where I could halt in Cave Canyon. for the 
night and be that far on my way, for after meeting those 
men, I dared not go out of Yellow Dust with supplies, as 
I at first thought of doing, not to have you wait so long. 
“J made the ride to the fort all right, though but for 
‘these shelters on the way I would never have gotten there, 
and I killed my two horses in doing so.’ 
“No other man would have gone through,” said Boyd, 
earnestly. | 
“Well, few are as tough as I am, and can stand as 
much cold. | 
“But to those.men ?” 
“Well, sir?” 
WE took particular pains to jot down each face in inv 
memory. 
“Ah! 1” 
“Of course, they were all muffled up, head and ‘ears, so 
I could not tell the color of their hair, even. 
“But I noted their ears and what distinguishing aris 
I could, their voi¢es and horses, and I am sure I could 
pick a fourth of them out with@ut trouble. 
“The others I will have to Make sure of i in some other 
way.’ 
“Do you intedd to try to find them out, sit?” 
“T intend to spot each and every man. 


“Tf they drove you out as outlaws, they mtst be hunted . 


down as wholesale murderers, for they’ have caused the 
death of over half your band. 

“They did not fight you openly, manfully, but sought, 
Indian-like, to murder you by the most cruel torture. 


“T saved their lives, so | have a hold upon them, and 
each one of that band I shall know and bring to justice.” 

Buffalo Bill spoke in a manner that showed he was 
deeply moved. 

‘He had entered upon the trail of justice with a, spi to 


-ereach its end. 


Boyd Bernard at once arose, and, stretching forth his 
hand, said: 


_ 9 “Mr. Cody, the cause that you have taken upon your- 


self to champion in the name of justice is our cause, and, 
all revenge aside, we make you our leader, for, as an 


officer of the army, you cannot lead simply an avenging : 
crusade; but we will aid you, and what you can and will 


accomplish will be far more than avenging our wrongs,” 


“] accept the charge, men, antl I say woe be unto those — 


who: perpetrated the foul wrong upon you!” | 
“And I not only say amen io this, Cody, but I am with 


Several of the men riding in 
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you on this trail to stay to see the bitter end, for such a 
crime shall not go unwhipped of justice, no, not against 
an Indian should it,” declared Frank Powell, who had sat 


‘an attentive listener to all that had been’ said, and whose 


whole sympathy was with the wretched remnant of the 


band of Blue Belts, be their sins in the past what they 


zoight. 


CHAPTER IV: 
A BOLD VENTURE. 


Buffalo Bill proved to be a good. weather profit, ‘cn the 
wind began to how! mournfully during the night, and 
when morning came a first- class blizzard was in iull prog- 


fess, 


The wind was blowing at a saves tyapeiile-n n-hour force, 


the snow was, falling in blinding sheets, and the animals | 


in the former cabin had cause to congratulate themgelves 
that their masters had moved to other quarters. — 

The scout was out early to look to their comfort, they 
were led to. water, then fed, and the shanty closed to the 
piercing tempest and intruding snow. 


In the cabin the fire blazed cheerily and over and over | 


again the Blue Belts thanked Buffalo Bill for his thought- 
fulness for them. 

“T believe we would have had a hard timé in, the shanty, 
though we were so much better, by contrast, with what 
we had suffered we did not know how bad it was,” said 
Burt Boyd. 

The driving and insinuating snow quickly showed the 
men where the weak points of the new cabin were, and 
they soon had them remedied. 

A good breakfast followed, and then there was noth- 
ing to do but talk away the. long, long, weary day. 

Surgeon Powell had killed a couple of wild turkeys the 
day before, a deer, and several of the men had caught a 
large string of fish, so that fresh edibles were plentiful. 

The fury of the storm soon blew itself out, the snow 
ceasing to fall before night, and the wind going down by 
dawn of the next day. 

After a look at the heavens Buffalo Bill decided to start, 


as soon as he had taken a short round with Surgeon 
- Powell after game. 


A mule was taken along, and in an hour they returned 
with several fine deer and other game, for it would be 
some little time before the best off of the Blue Belts would 
be able to hunt for themselves. 


The wounds of the men were given a good treatment | 


and fresh dressing by Surgeon Powell, who. gave orders, 


what to do when he was gone, and, after an early dinner, 
the two brave men bade good-bv to the Blue Belts, and.’ 
mounting their horses, started on their pra back to the 


fort, the mules in leading. 


The Blue Belts stood under the shelter across the front 


‘of their cabin, watching the surgeon and the scout ride — 
down the canyon, followi ing them with cheers as long as 


they could see them. 


“When Buffalo Bill comes here, comrades, he will have > 


been to Yellow Dust City and discovered. much, 
“Then our secret must come out; he must be told all. 


‘ 
# 
uv 


\ 7 


: 


“Heaven grant that in rescuing us no harm befall him. 


‘but we had no friends in Yellow Dust City, not one whom. 


- their horses was done, but it was an uncomfortable night 
for man and beast alike, and all seemed glad when the 


aa 


Buffalo Bill looked out the next morning. 





‘we could call upon to aid him if he needed it, and in that 
eamp they are no réspecters of persons.’ 
So said Captain Boyd, as the two friends disappeared | 
Se from sight, and his words implied that there «was a secret 
to tell, one that Buffalo Bill must be told when ‘he next 


ie 


visited the winter camp of the Blue Belts. : 

In the meanwhile the two comrades, in their second 
bold venture together, pushed on as rapidly as they could, 
knowing full well that it was little less’ than a life-and- 


_ death struggle back to the fort. 
They did not spare their horses, for the cold was in- 


tense, ‘and they wished to reach the shelter of the pines 
for their night camp, where they had camped on their 
way to succor the outlaw band. 

They saw night coming on rapidly, but were near their 
camping-place, and reached it at sunset. 

-The best hat could be done to shelter themselves and 


start at dawn was begun. 
The weather was not settled, the wind blew half a gale, 


-and lowering clouds were gathering, so that it was with a 


sigh of relief that Buffalo Bill and Surgeon Powell 
reached the old stockade cabin at nightfall. 

Out of the cabin went yelling a Ee of coyotes, and 
Buffalo Bill said, humanely: 

“T dislike to see even those coyotes forced out into such 
a night as this.” 

The snow was already falling, and Su eon Powell re- 
marked : a 

“Yes, how they stand it I do not know; but there is not 
room inside for the coyotes and ourselves, Bill.” 

“Hardly.” 

The horses fele well satisfied in their snug shelter, and 
their masters were well content over their pipes, after hav- 


-ing enjoyed a good supper, the very howling of the storm 


outside making them feel the more comfortable. 
“How is it outside, Bill?” asked Surgeon Powell, when 


“Bad, Frank, and growing worse. I would not be sur- 
prised if this blizzard held on for days, and,.as we have 
none tog much provisions, and the cattle are eating their 


‘last meal of grain, I say risk it to the fort.” 


“You are the guide, and you made it in a worse storm 


-than this.” 


“Under worse circumstances, for I was well-nigh waad 
tp then, and alone. We can make it, though this is no 
blizzard any man wishes to be out in, though we have 
the storm at our back, fortunately.” 

“Before it was in your faces e 
ras ‘Yes. ar 
Half an hour after. the start was made in the bitter 


storm. 


rae PONE CRAPPER: 1: 
THE | KING OF THE BLIZZ: ARD.’ 


~ Only a short distance had been made site both Buffalo 


_ Bill and Surgeon Powell realized that it would have been ~ 
_ better to have put up with scant provisions and discom-— 
Ss forts for a few days at the stockade cabin than to have 

ni made the daring venture to reach the fort. | 


Ks vats a ; ie, 
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ete the direction the storm came both knew that it 
was good to last several days, perhaps a week. | 
Tt seemed to increase in violence each hour, and to find 
the way required the boldest nerve and an iron determina- 
tion not to give up. © 

Riding up alongside his pard, Surgeon Powell ae 

“This is awful, Bill.” 
“It is indeed, sir. Are you very cold?” 

“Not uncomfortably so; but the question is, can we 


“stand it to keep on?”’ 


“T never say die, Frank 3 but if you are cold, [ll tanh 
back. _ 
“Keep right on, Bill,” was the plucky reply. 

The plain that they knew they must cross before reach- 
ing the fort was at last reached, the bearing taken by 
compass, and Buffalo Bill and the surgeon changed from 
their horses to the largest, strongest of the mules. 

The other animals were then lashed together two by 
two, and Surgeon Powell said that he would lead all, 
while Buffalo Bill devoted himself wholly to the duty of 
guiding, and that was a herculean task in itself. 

On they went out upon the plain, the cae guide 
never wavering, never faltering. 

Suddenly, when about halfway across, he halted. 

“See there!” 

“A fresh trail, by Heaven! 
know it.” 

“Not so long as that, and a large one—fully a score of 
horses.” 
“Where can they be going?” 

“They don’t know; they are lost.” 

“We can overtake them?” . | 

“Yes, easily.” 

“Then we will do just that.” 

“Yes, even if they were Indians.” 

“But they are not.” 
| “No, iron- -shod hoofs made those tracks, 
ponies. 

“We may lose our lives ; but, then, it As duty.’ 
“Yes, we must take the risk.’ ' 

Buffalo Bill turned off after the trail, and soon saw 

that it was going at random. 


“They are going in a circle, Frank, and death would 


Not half an hour dies I 


not Indians’ 


end it before Jong.” 


- He quickened his pace, and in a short while gave a 
loud whoop. 
“Try it again, Bill, for this storm roars so a voice does 


not go very far, even your trumpet tones.” 


Again a whoop and another and another, as they rode 


along, until Surgeon Powell felt about his muffled form. 


end drew forth a revolver. Then six shots were quickly 
fired. _ 
A moment after came several answering shots. 
Buffalo Bill pressed on with another loud whoop, Sur- 


geon Powell following and also sending his voice echoing 


| through the storm. 


A few minutes more and they came upon a strange 
sight. : 
A party of. twenty, cavalrymen were grouped together 


ina ci ircle. 


In their midst were several others, so closely muffled 
as to be almost unrecognizable, yet Buffalo Bill-saw that. 
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the horse of | one bore the saddle of a general officer, that 
of the other had a woman’s side saddle. 

At sight of the scout, in spite of his wrappings, he was 
recognized, and a voice shouted : 

“General, here is Buffalo Bill, sir! 
for he is the king of the blizzard !” 

The soldiers gave three cheers, and Buffalo Bill called 
out: 

“Why, Captain Adams, is it you?” 

“Yes, Cody, escorting General Easton and his a 
from Yellow Dust City to the fort. 

“We had one of your men, Scout Bowles, as a guide, 
but he got bewildered, went ahead to try and find his way, 
and we gave him rae for lost, so pushed on, and heré we 

are. / 

“But you can save us, Cody?” and there was some- 
thing pleading in the tones of Captain Adams, as he 
glanced toward the young girl seated in her saddle, her 
eyes fixed upon the scout, as her father tried to reassure 
her thatinow they would be all right, for the renowned 
scout of the plains, and whom the captain had just named 
the king of the blizzard, would guide them. 

“T will do what I can, Captain Adams, but not a mo- 
ment is to be lost. 

“There comes Surgeon Powell, now, and if your men 

take the stock he is leading, he will go with me ahead. 

MCF sir, this is no time to tarry, for life hangs by a 
very slender thread in such a blizzard as this.” 

“We thought so a moment ago, Cody, but we all have 
hope now, for the king of the blizzard is our guide,” re- 
plied the captain, cheerfully, just as Surgeon Powell rode 


up. 


We are saved now, 





CHAPTER VI. 
BETWEEN LIFE AND DEATH. 


Buffalo Bill was presented by Captain Adams to Gei- 
eral aston and his daughter, both of whom had heard 
much of the scout, and, on their ride from Yellow Dust 
City the captain had told them of his great trail through 
the blizzard, and that he was then away from the fort 
risking his life to aid a snowbound party in the Death 
Valley Mountains. 

The general had started late upon a tour of inspection 
of the Western forts and had reached Gold Dust City in 
the last coach that came through that far. . 

Colanel Lennox, the commander at Fort Rescué, had 
been expecting him, and Captain Adams, one of his offi- 
cers, had gone with an ambulance and twentv mien to es- 
cort him to the fort, as it was known that his daughter 
would accompany him. | 

With the blizzards coming on nearly a month ahead of 


time, the general had been caught on the trail, but, un- | 


able to turn back, had continued on to Yellow Dust City, 
and there found Captain Adams. 

_It was decided to push right on to the fort, Miss May 
Easton going on horseback, as ambulances were out of 
the question, the captain having been unable to bring 
his through. 

It was rough traveling all the way, but a deserted 
miners’ camp off the trail, and known to Scout Bowles, 
had been reached the first night, and fairly comfortable 
quarters found. 
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The start had been made early in the storm, and at last 
Scout Bowles, as many a good and skilled guide had 
done, got bewildered, lost his way, tried to find it, and 
could not get back. 

Then the party had pushed on to cross the plain, and - 
kad gotten irrevocably lost when found by Buffalo Bill 
and Sur geon Powell. 

A few more hours and = doom would have been 
death. ? 

Speaking decidedly, as Ganiain Adamnis turned over to 
hin the command of the party, Buffalo Bill said: 

“Saving your lves depends a great deal upon your- 
selv cS. 

“Let every one keep aiert, not give up to the cold, keep 
your horses close up. 

“To drop back fifty feet will be fatal, and we cannot 
turn back*to look for any one. 

“Wrap up warm. 

“Are you ready?” 

An affirmative answer was given, and Buffalo Bill rode 
to the front. 

Just behind him was Surgeon Powell, not by his side, 
for he said: 

“You can do face alone, Bill, but if yor want me I ain» 
tight here.” 

Then followed two cavalrymen with. che led horses and 
mules to help break the way, and Captain Adams’ men 
foliowed, then the general and his daughter. 

Captain Adams brought up the rear to see that there . 
would be no straggling of a half- frozen man from the 
line. 

“How that man Cody finds his way is a puzzle to me. 

— “Tt seems as though we were simply going into an im- 
penetrable snow bank,’ called back the general to Cap- 
tain Adams, who answered: | 

“He is a mystery to all who know him in all that he 
does, sir. 

“He has a compass, but one would be about as much 
use to me now as a foghorn.” 

On, on, through the Pitiless, driving snow, the screech- 
ing, terrible wind, and the banking drifts went Buffalo 
3ill. 

Rent low in his saddle, ene muffled hand grasping the 
little compass, upon which his eyes were fixed, the other 
holding the reins, his spurs against the flanks of the 
large and powerful mule he bestrode, to keep him up to 
his work, the determined guide held on. | 

An hour passed,.and the staggering, hard-pressed ani- 
als were cruelly feeling the strain. 

But they all followed their leader. 

The men, bent low, muftled from head to feet, yet half- 
benumbed with cold, sat in their saddles, each face hard 
drawn and stern, each gaze striving hard to pierce the 
clouds of white ahead. hoping for the sight of He wooded 
ridge they were striving to reach. 

Was Buffalo Bill wrong, they wondered, as the tiie _ 
went on. 

Was the king of the blizzard at fault? 

Would they ever reach the goal? 

Would the warm blood ever come through their be- 
numbed veins again? | 


- Tow they thought, how they hoped, and oERS, and 
suffered. 
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- Silent, with only a word now and then in cheery tones 
to.the men not to give up, the brave daughter of a brave 
soldier sat in her saddle, looking anything like the lovely 
girl and graceful form she was, ‘enveloped i in blankets and 
bear robes. 

Stern and fearful, not for himself, but for his daughter 
and the men, General Easton rode by her side, while, with 
a cheery call to his soldiers from time to time, the never- 
despairing and dashing-Captain Charlie Adams brought 
wp the rear. 

Next to the indomitable guide rode Frank Powell, his 
stern voice now and then heard in a word of. cheer to the 
men. 

An hour went by, then another hour, and all knew that 
the ridge must be near, if Buffalo Bill was right. 

‘If Buffalo Bill was wrong, all equally well kriew: that 
death was near. 

Another ten minutes, and a shadowy mass appeared 
ahead. 

“We have crossed the plain. 

‘There is a range of hills ahéad of om said Buffalo 
Bill, in tones as modest as though he had not prevent him- 
“self a hero, the king of the blizzard, indeed. - 

,. But the men had heard, and a wild yell rose on ‘the 
roar of the storm, and tears dimmed many eyes, ‘Treezing 
as they fell. 


CHAPTER: VILE. 

Chere ee LAST STRUGGLE. 
A halt was made, but only for a moment ; Buffalo Bill 
had struck a ridge; but he ‘wished to see by bis ABET EL: 
“ings just. where. . 
A moment's glance showed him, 
along the range. : | 
A short ride, and he ution into the “Foothills over: 
growtr with cedars, whith protected: all from the kntfelike 
aie nest of the wind. 

-A- few moments. more and they entered a narrow can- 
, von, where was a small stream, but was now frozen hard. 

Under the lee of a cliff there was no snow, the cedars 
grew. thick. dead branches and logs lay about, and Bui- 
- falo Bill sprang from his saddle, calling out: ) 
“Gather wood, men, and quickly, 

“Come, don't be snails.” . 
ult ‘The order was needed, for the half- frozen men 1 ete 
about with difficulty. 

A fire was soon kindled, then another and another, the 
scout going from one to. the other, while Surgeon Powell 
urged on some of. the men in. gathering wood, others in 
cutting holes in the ice and getting water to put on to 
boil, “aad also Ww where their horses could drink. 


and. he - ‘moved -on 


. The horses were led into the thicket,. Ww atered, blanketed : 


“and given a feed of grain... 

he Coffee pots were ‘on Raine steaks ‘of - venison “were 
broilite, also bacon, and crackers were war ming. 

The men began. to get thawed. |. | 

At a fire apart and well sheltered, May Easton Wvas en- 

_ joying the scene, for she was not as cold as the others, 

so warmly had she been wrapped. 

_ Captain Adams came soon with a soldier, and her father - 

“and herself were given a. good meal. . io 


* 


‘the me 


for he must suffer for her greatly.” 


J 
— But all could see that Buffalo Bill was anxious to bee on 
the way once more. : 
The battle against the Slizeard was ‘RO pet over: 
There must be still another desperate fight. 
None knew better than ee me what those. tweive 


‘miles meant. 


He saw eat the storm was increasing ‘momentarily: in 


fury. 


Calling to Surasen Powell, he said: 
“We must get off, F rank, ? 
“Yes, time.is precious. 
“If we had been out an hour longer on that F pints half 
and horses would have died.” 
fi feared it all the while.” , Pay 
“We have yet a desperate struggle, for bie’ storm is in- 
creasing.’ | 
“Yes, but how far off is the trail?” . 
“T can get into it in a ride of a quarter of a mile.” 
“Good!” | 
“But how few wend ever reach the fort, i any, at: it 


not been for this halt, hot coffee, food and thawing out ?” 


“You are right, it saved the outfit ; but. what a nervy 
girl that is”. at 
“Game, indeed and her father has shown great pluck, 


“He does, and Captain Charlie Adams 4s one in a. tf Ou- 


sand. He deserves promotion for this trial.” 


“He does, indeed, and he is Ainely to get it, 1 he wins 


his way up.’ as i 


“Well, I'll give the order to get say now, so > pour hot 


: coffee down. the outfit, Miss Easton included.” ” 


The cups of hot coffee were taken, the horses. led up. | 
blankets warmed, and Mary Easton was bundled up until 
she could hardly grasp her reins or see out of her muf- 
flings. 

The roll of blankets Buffalo Bill and Surgeon Powell 
carried were opened and spread around, for they were the 


hest prepared of all-for the blizzard, and at the: “order of 
~the scout they all mounted, saw that there were no “‘sneak 


holes” for the penetrating winds; and. the start was made 
cm the same -otder as before.’ | 


‘The men saw ‘Buffalo Bill ride ta the Shox’ in ne same — 


‘confident way as before, and when he turned into the 


reg ular trail he showed that he knew what he was about. 
C dn, on, he went, gitided by the sur roundings he caught 


| sight of. f¢ om time. to time when the trail could not ‘be \ 
scen. 


They pr ogressed slowly, and all knew that night would 


ov ertake thes before reaching the fort. 


Would. the king of the blizzard fail them then? 
On they struggled, and the storm still increased in fury. 
Soon the scout. halted. 3 
“Pass back this line and make fast to every nie, 
“Night is ypon us now, and there must be no hanging 
back !” ; 
Such was the stern nrtien of the guide, and then he 


moved ahead once more. - 


“See. 


- Darkness‘ fell, and soon the fobs of Buffalo. Bill eoittd 

not be seen, for but. a few Paene: about them eee the men 
Still on went the ‘ad of the Blizzard Sat 

“God knows how he finds the way,’ ne the gen 


17% t ey Ex 
Se) ina 
f a 


aa | THE BUFFALO 


rat and from the muffled form by his side came > the fer- 
vently uttered words: See rie 
_ “God guide him!” 


_ Behind now and then came the phen voice of iain 


| Adams: 
“Courage, men! 
alike to the king of the blizzard! fe | 


_ “Are we lost?” was the question pon every lip, and 


soon it was announced by’ Butfalo Bill: 
“The lights of the fort are in sight!” 


Such a cry as came from despairing men: suddenly 


given hope for life was never before uttered! 
The lights of the fort were ahead, soon visible to everv 


eye, ‘and. seen by the almost dying horses, too, . they: 


struggled on with renewed hope. 

But Buffalo Bill had dashed on ahead, and loud rang 
his voice at the stockade gate: 

“Fo, within there! Open quick, in the name of hu- 
manity ! 

“T am Buffalo Bill!” 





CHAPTER VII. 
porn BILL’S TRIUMPH. 


"The ringing voice of the scout without startled the 


sentinel upon the fort wall, where he was crouching in 
his sentry box, for orders had been given that the men 
should seek that shelter during the storm. 

No fear whatever was felt from the redskins, for what 
human being could face such a tempest of cold, snow and 
wind? ° 

The voice of the scout was recognized, though the sen- 
tinel, who had gone on post only two hours before, could 
scarce believe his ears, and he called lustily for the cor- 
poral of the guard. 


The guard turned out with a rush, wondering at the- 


call, and was greeted with the startling information : 
“Buffalo Bill is calling oun at the main entrance for 
admittance !”’ . 


The gates swung open just as the party rode ap) and 


the voice of Captain Adams was heard: 

“Tt is General Easton and escort, sergeant!” 

VAY, ay, sir, and God bless you all that you got here; 
but it’s Buffalo Bill did it!” replied the sergeant. 

“Yes, Buffalo Bill found us lost and guided us here, 
sergeant. | 

“No other man could have done it,” called back Captain 
Adams, as he followed the scout and Surgeon Powell on 
toward headquarters. 

“Captain Adams dismissed his men, save those leading 
the pack animals with the general’s baggage, with orders 
to get under shelter with all haste and report to the hos- 
"pital. im 

-Then he escorted the general.and Miss Easton on to the 
quarters of Colonel Lennox, whither Buffalo Bill had 
rapidly ridden and announced their coming, so that there 
would be no delay. 


“T will go on with vou, Bill, to see if the general or that 


poor girl need my aid,” said Surgeon Powell. 

It was a surprise, indeed, to Colonel Lennox to wel- 
come the re in such a blizzard, and he asked, vigor- 
ously. : 

“In God's name, how did. you make ‘it Pes | 


Never fear, for night or day are 
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“Through that noble fellow’s aid, Buffalo Bill, whom 
Captain Adams justly calls the king of the blizzard,” an- 
swered the general, and he turned to thank the scout, but 
he was gone. 

“We owe much to you, also, Surgeon Powell,” he said. 

“T have remained, sir, to report by return, with Cody’s, 
to Colonel Lennox, and to see if either yourself or Miss 
Easton need my aid.” 

“My dear Powell, you need aid as much as we do, so 
quickly go to your panes bs and see to it that Buffalo. Bill 
is cared for, too. 

“Tf either myself or dcupties need medical aid, we will ; 

call in your assistant to thaw us out, only let him: look 
after you and the men first, not forgetting you, Captain 
Adams, though you did really so enjoy the blizzard.” 

As Miss Easton had already been taken in charge by 
Mrs. Lennox, and the general was in good hands, Sur- 
geon Powell and Captain Adams left for their quarters. 

Their first duty, however, was to see that the men had 
been properly cared for, and it. was found that Buffalo 
Bill had. already gone on the rounds, and reported that 
about two-thirds ef the soldiers were badly frostbitten, 
several of them dangerously so, while nearly all of the 
horses would be of little use after their game and degpck; 
ate fight for life.. 

“T am cold, yes, clear to my bones, but a hot drink has 
already helped, and I’ll soon be all right,’ said Buttalo 
Bill, as he sat.in Surgeon Powell’s comfortable quarters. 

“Well, Bill you are about the toughest pine knot I 
know, for I confess that I am about used up; but you 
rode on ahead, with the weight of twenty-four lives on 
your shoulders, one a young girl, and not to speak of your 
own, and never.once flinched from the appalling ordeal.” 

“T dared not. 

“There was too much at stake. 

“But did you see what I did as we reached the trail ?” 

“You saw him, then?” 

“Ves. 3) , j 

“T thought that you did; naAreunsese:s you said ic 
ing for the same reason that T did.” 

“Not to demoralize the men, or shock a Easton, 
Yes: 

“My horse was almost upon him when I saw him lying 
in the snow. 

“Not ten fect from him lay his horse, also dead.” 

“It was poor Bowles, of course?” 

“Ves, he had found the trail, but too late, for his horse 
no doubt went down, and he could do nothing, so laid 
down to dic. 

“T'll go after the poor fellow’s body to-morrow.” 

“You'll do nothing of the kind, if this storm sie ‘i up, 
Bill, and I believe that it will.” 

“But the coyotes will cat him, and | 

“No coyote will move out of his den such weather « as 
this. | 

“Send your scouts out if the storm breaks, for go your- 
self you shall not, as you seem to forget that you wish to 
go to Yellow Dust City as soon as you can get there, and 
vou need rest, or the next thing: will be William +, Cody 
dead in the snow.’ 

“What? the king of the blizzard freeze to. death, 
Frank?” asked Buffalo Bill, with a smile. % 

“It might be; but, joking aside, you rest for a few. days, 


>? 
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if you wish to go to Yellow Dust, for if you do not Jay ‘ 
i i have the colonel order you not to leave the fort.” 

“I'll obey orders,” was the smiling reply, and, folding 
his stormcoat about him, Buffalo Bill went over to his 
own quarters, and was welcomed by his company of 
scouts. 

The joy at their chief’s return was dampened when told 
that their comrade, Bowles, lay dead in the snow some ten 
miles from the fort. 

~ Once warmed through, with a blazing fire on the broad 
hearth of his little ae Buffalo Bill turned in to seek 
the rest he so greatly needed and so well had earned. 





ee ie IX. 


"ILE MINERS’ RECEPTION. 


_ For days longer the bitter winds blew and hail and 
snow drové over the land, blocking all’ ‘trails and keeping 
all indoors save those whom garrison duty forced to face 
the dread storm without, and the party sent to bring in 
Scout Bowles’ body for burial. 

General Easton and May were not much the worse for 
their appalling experience, and the former said that he 


would return to Yellow Dust the moment that it was pos- 


sible for him to do so. 

The scout was sent for by Colonel Lennox and ques- 
tioned upon the possibilities of the ride, and said he was 
sure such a storm, so early in the season, would be fol- 
lowed by milder weather. 

-_ Arrangements were, therefore, made for the return, the 
scout suggesting that the start be made in the afternoon, 
and a night halt made at the stockade cabin, which. the 
mien could readily put in condition, for there were half a 
dozen rooms in the old fort. 

The next night a halt would be made at Cave Cesivon: 
where all would be again sheltered, and Miss Easton could 
be made comfortable. 

This was the plan, and the Start was made the day 
after the blizzard ceased. vi : 

To may: remain’ some little time, Frank, but if eS bie 
you I will find a way of getting you word, * Said Buttalo 
Bill. 

Riding on more papitiiy than the escort, whicti was 
again under the command of Captain ‘Adams, Buffalo 
Bill took with him half a dozen soldiers, and when the 
party arrived at the stockade all was ready for them. 

_ The next day Cave Canyon was made, witha long halt 
at noon, and a tent carried by a pack horse was pitched for 
Miss Easton, the general sharing a-cavern with the men. 

It was noon when, the day following, the party rode up 
to the Golden Arms, Buffalo Bill having again gone on 
ahead to have all in readiness for the distinguished visit- 
ors to the mining camp. 

Colonel Camp was wild with excitement at the coming 
of Miss Easton, and did all in his power, as he said: 


“To make her feel that she was really in her own. 


home.” 


“To the colonel’s regret, however, and the delight ne 


General Easton. and his daughter, it had been decided 
to send a stage out that afternoon, a six-mule sled 
having been sent over the trail to break the way, WHEKE it 
was needed, and, returning, reported all clear. 

“May Easton was glad of the chance to get a look at 


/ 


to Yellow 


the wild life in a mining camp, and vet she was goon 


satisfied. with her experience. 

Like wildfire the news of her coming had spread, and 
as a young and pretty girl was a rare bird that seldom 
lighted in Yellow Dust City, every member in thé camps, 


every hanger-on, and those of every other calling was 


most anxious to see her. 

They “cleaned up,’ 
on the run for the Golden Ar ms, and request was made 
that Miss Easton would come out and just take a look at 
Oe s, which tually meant that they should have a peep 
at her 

May accepted ait: a smile, and made her appearance 
with her father and Captain Adams. 

The shout that greeted her made her shrink, but she 


blushed deeply, and bowed to the compliment of one hon- 


est fellow, who cfied: | 
“Yer is ther prettiest gal I ever seen.” 
A cheer of approval sreeted this, and then the colonel 


~came to announce dinner. 


It was the best dinner ever served in the Golden Arms, 
and was well enjoyed. 

Then the stage was announced, and preparations were 
made for the start, for thirty miles were to be made that 


’ and in their best toilets were soon 


afternoon, for a halt . at night ata stocktender’s cabin, 


where there was accommodation for travelers. | 
‘“T am glad: you are to go on the box, Bob White,” said 


Buffalo Bill, recognizing the driver who was to take the 


coach out as an old soldier and plainsman, and one who 


could handle the reins with any man of the Overland 


trail. 
“And I wish you were going along, too, Bill, for I don’t 


like some whispering I have heard among several of the — 


bad ones in this camp, for it is thought the old general 
has money.” 

“Say nothing about it, Bob, and don’t worry,” was Buf- 
falo Bill’s reply, and; somehow, Bob White seemed per- 
fectly satisfied with it. 

Soon after the general and’ his daughter came out, 
good-bys were said, the father and daughter warmly 


pressing the scout’s hand at parting, and at a signal from- 


Colonel Camp, the landlord, Bob White mounted his box 
and the coach aera away, drawn by a team of six fine 


horses. 





CHAPTER X 
CHIN-CHIN ose 


Buffalo Bill's eyes had been busy when he. arrived in” 


Yellow Dust City. He was trying to recall faces, 


“He did recall a number which he had seen before, and. 


was sifting 


over a night trail through a storm when life was at stake. 
The fact that no one had yet referred to that ride was 


those he had met incidentally on former visits. 
ust City from those he believed he had guided 


a surprise to him, but he had ee on his mind that 


worried him more. 


him... 
“Captain Adams, you intend to remain here until to- 


It was what Bob White, the stage « driver, had said t to. 


morrow before starting back, I believe?’ the scout. re- : 


marked, as the coach drove up. ‘‘May I ask your to de- 


mea fax or, sir?” 


10 


“Certainly. vs" 


yon to-night?” 


““Why; yes; yet I don’t see the reason, for Ts am glad 


cmeen to get a night in camp here.’ 


“True, sir; but the reason is that I Lalu a stor mw i | 
set in before three days, and it sree be well to be near 


the fort when it begins.” 
“l have no fear with you along, Cody.” 
“But Tam not to return with you, sir.’ 
oe “Ah $2 
“Lem Todd wit carry you “back all right, Sir, and I 
brought him along for that purpose’”) 
‘He is a good scout, Cody; but why do you 1 remain ?”” 
“T wish to do so on a little matter of business, captaif, | 
which I cannot explain now, sir.’ 


“You know best, and I will, of course, leave this after- ) 


noon, especially as you do not go with us.’ 

“Now to the other reason, sir.’ 

“Ah, yes; there were two, you said.” 

“fT don’t exactly like several movements I have seen 
here, and I will follow the coach, for I deem it important.” 

“Then I should do so by all means.” 

‘It would be useless, sir, for did vou have 
men no move would be made against the coach.” 

“But you?’ 

“Will leave the camp with you, sir, on the Fort Trail, 
cut across with you, sir, and several men to the stage 
trail, when several miles out rome here, ane be ready to 
aid if aid is needed.” 

“Yes, that is all right.” 

“Tf an attack is inade on the waaek sir, it will be within 


with you 


twenty miles of this camp, for men will not remain out at — 


night this weather, and they would wish to get back or to 
some retreat they know of. 


“By starting at once, Sir, we can soon be on their trail, 
cutting ‘across, as | said; ‘from the Fort ‘Trail, and the 
work done, Tecan f guide; you across to the Cave Canyon to- 
night." 

“Cody, Tam in your hance: so say what y you wish, and 
I will give the orders.” ) 


“Then tell the colonel that, fearing bad weather, you. 


have decided to start. at once.’ 
oe eGOln | aay ; 
‘The colonel looked sad, Sad: when he learned tie 4, ini- 


tention of Captain Adains, and when the bugler sounded. 


the bugle to. call the soldiers, all fie men_ of the. camp 
within ‘hearing ¢ came on the jump. 


The result was a crowd about Te Cilden Arms a 
large almost as had been there a short while Beers to see 
May Easton. © : | he 


As most of them ad gone off simply to-' ace soinie- 
thing,” they had -not gotten very far away, for -it was, 
as is alw ays the case with men at a bar, a case of" 
peat.” 


When the crowd anne that the soldiers were 4B re- 
turn at once to the fort, fearing another storm, and that 
Buffalo Bill was to accompany. ‘them; there was consider- 


able excitement, quick consultation, and then, as the’ cav-- 
alry came to: the front; mounted for the march, one of 
the men, known as a rather hard citizen, but possessing 


oratorical Revs suddenly shouted for order. 
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Order. was instantancous;- and every aye was. upon 


oe ill vou start now, saying you a. will go to Cave e Can ~“Chin-Chin Jim.” 


Now, Chin-Chin Jim was not a Phinese: by sah means, : 
as his name nee indicate, but an out and. out a 
man. | 

His ‘ ‘jaw music” and.‘ ‘tongue wag,” as ‘it was BX, 
pressed in Yellow Dust City, had given him his name. 

When there was a speech to make, Chin- Chin JRE was 

called upon. va 

At burials he preached: the sermon as cloquently over a 
dead desperado as over the best man in camp. sh 

He possessed a sonorous, musical voice, and. all liked 


~ to hear him talk. 


In fact, in shooting scrapes, the cry was frequently 
heard. : 

“Look out there! 
take!” 

As Jim was generally around when there | was a tow; be 
spent much of his time in dodging bullets. | 

He sang well, accompanying himself on the guitar: ‘ 
played the violin, could bring tears to the eyes of his 
audience in preaching a funeral sermon, but those who. 
thought that Chin-Chin Jim was not a devil at heart didn’ t 
know him. | 

He played poker to win, but never for big money ; “he 
drank liquor heat love of it, but never got drunk, and 
when cornered, he had fought, shooting to kill. 

Such was the man who had suddenly called the miners - 
of Yeilow Dust “to order.” 


Don’t. hit Chin-Chin Jim by mis- 


| CHAPTER ys. fu 
BORDER ELOQUEN OE: 
“Order! Order!” shouted. Chin-Chin ne Aas | 
the crowd had become perfectly. quiet at his first call. 
But Jim wished to be sure that the attention of all was 


riveted upon him. | 
“Gentlemen, I has a few words | to say, and a vote al 


_ thanks ter give ter one who is most desarvin’,’ 


The crowd looked at each other in w onder, as to. where 
the lightning was going to strike. — . 
“TI wishes them gallant Boys in Blue, led by ther. dash-. 
ingist of.capt’ins in ther army ter-hear what I has ter say, 
fer ef it don’t consarn them. individual like, it do consarn. | 
one of the. greatest of humans 1 in whom they holds an in-_ 


~ terest.” 


Captain Adams could not give the order to march after 
this. | 
“It were ther intention of. some Fs our beloved, calle 
tergether on this mournful occasion—why,.-hang i 
pards, I’m off ther trail onter a funeral sarmon—I ao 
ter say thet it were ther intention of a number of: more . 
or less respected pilgrims of Yellow Dust City ter call a_ 
caucus fer ter-night in the colonel’s game saloon, fer ter 
do honor to a man of whom we feels proud ter have in our 
midst, a man as stands big in this country and is known 
to the crowned heads far’ and wide in ther countries of 
Europe, Asia and Africa. | 

“But circumstances which we galoots can’t alin con-* 
trol has broke in upon us, and our plans fer ter-night’s 
jubilee hev faded as doth the flower that is. bad hit by 
ther frosted breath ‘of ther ‘howlin’ blizzard “of ther 
Rockies. 
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“What has downed us in this ere particular is the fact 
that we can’t hev all things ter please us. 

“Man groweth up like a toad-stool and is cut down by 
a mule hoof—thar I go ag’in inter graveyard chin music. 

“But, ter continue: 

“As we can’t have ther blow-out ter-night, with free 
whiskey and halleyujahs, I has been honered by them that 
wishes ter do ther duty, ter express in public ther feelings 
they has in private—hold on thar, Buffalo Bill, for I is 
gittin’ onter your trail now. 

“Ther fact is, pards, a few weeks ago a party of pros- 
pectors, thinking ter find moré gold-in ther up country 
than was being dug here in Yellow Dust, started out on a 
venture. : 

“But beware of ther glitter of gold, my patds! 

“Ther gold war not; ther trail was lost; ther snows 
thev descended and did beat upon them poor mortals, until 
they war almost froze. 

“They did wilt as ther flower; ther food give out, and 
lo! and behold! they war like ther lost lambs of Israel, be- 


- set with death. 


“Then, suddenly, like a beacon to ther mariner on ther 
seas, come a man on horseback inter ther camp. 

“Thar he be, gents! He sitteth upon his horse besos 
you all. 

“It was Buffalo Bill! 
_ “He did come to them poor lost coyotes of Israel; he 
did bid them to follow him, and he would lead them to 
ther Promised Land. 

“Through darkness and despair, through wind and 


snow, never failing, he led them on. 


“One fell by the wayside, a corpse. 

“T preached his funeral discourse, you remember, and 
brought loving tears inter ther eyes of pilgrims, tears thet 
froze as they fell, fer it were dead cold, yer all remember. 

“Another fell by ther wayside, and I buried him, too, 
but ther cold froze my eloquence. 

“But on went Buffalo Bill, straight—no, it’s a zigzag 
trail, but, poetically speaking, straight as the arrer flies to 
ther heart of a dove, until he reached the sheltering em- 
brace of the Golden Arms. 

“There the poor, frozen pilgrims found rest, warmth 
and shelter, but the hero who had saved them, waiting for 
no thainks, pushed on where duty called him. 


“Now, pards, it is the pleasure of this meeting ter give 
ter Buffalo Bill a vote of thanks, and ter lay before him a 


golden offering, this bag of gold dust, which the men he 
saved wishes him to accept, ter do with as he will.” 
Yells that were deafening followed this specimen of 
Chin-Chin Jim’s eloquence, hats were thrown into the air, 
revolvers fired, and the name of Buffalo Bill resounded 
from hundreds of lips. 


The scout’s face was pale, rather than flushed. His 


eyes burned brightly, but a stern look hovered about his 
mouth rather than one of deep gratitude for the vote of 
thanks and the gift of gold. . 

He took off his broad sombrero, however, and Eieer 
to the crowd his thanks, then he rode up to where Chin- 
Chin Jim stood on the piazza, the bag of gold in his hand, 
and said: 

“I thank you, pard, for the very complimentary allu- 


sions to myself, and through you those who have extended — 


to me this valuable gift; but what I did was only duty to 
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eal Gouri in distress, and in the lines of duties I am ex- 
pected to render. 

‘The government pays me for my services, and I have 
never been guilty of taking pay for a human life, so | will 
not do so now, save to hand over to Colonel Camp, store- 
keeper Sule Ross and Mina Carl Camp this bag of gold, 
which they can devote to a fund to aid poor unfortunates 
who need it far more than I do.” | 

He did not touch the bag, and the colonel, Sule Ross 
and Carl Waring, standing near, stepped forward at his 
call and took it in charge, amid the wild shouts of the 
crowd. — 

Again lifting his hat, Buffalo Bill drew his horse back 
to the head of the troop, and said in a low tone: 

“T am ready, Captain Adams. We have already lost 
too much precious time.” 

“What a remarkable scene, Cody! This is a land of 
wonders,’ was the captain’s answer, and he gave the or- 
der to march, and the troop went off at a trot that in- 
creased in speed as Yellow Dust City was left further 
behind. 





CHAPTER XII. 
ON THE STAGE TRAIL. 


Down the trail rode Buffalo Bill, guiding the trooper 
escort. 

After several miles had been gone over he halted and 
said: — 

‘Here is where we turn off, sir, for the winding of this 
trail southward and of the stage trail northward, brings 
them but three miles apart here, and there is a narrow 
canyon cutting through the range.” 

“We will take it, Cody. 
wish ?” 

“Say half a dozen of’ the best mounted, sir, with 
twenty-four hours’ of supplies and an extra horse.” 

The men were quickly selected, the supplies were put 
upon one of the pack horses, and, with the sergeant in 
command and Scout Lem Todd as guide, the escort was 
ordered to go on to Cave Canyon for the night. 

Riding by the side of Buffalo Bill, the half-dozen troop- 
ers following, Captain Adams gave the order, and the 
push ahead was made through the narrow canyon. 

Fortunately, the hard wind had almost swept it clear 


of snow, but in places there was a sharp, hard struggle. 


for. the horses. 

The stage trail was reached, and after a close exani- 
nation by the scout, he cried : 

“They have gone by, sir.’ 

“The coach?” 

“Ves, sir; but those who followed it also.” 

“Then we must gasten.” 

“There are seven horses along, sir, as near as I can get 


‘hold of the tracks.” - 


“None too many for us, for we are eight.” 

“Yes, sir, it will be easy work for us.’ 

“Shall we follow ?” 

“Yes, sir; and we have things our own way, I think,” 
and Buffalo Bill turned down the stage trail. 

Half a dozen miles were gone over, and then Buftale 
Bill said: 


How many men do you | 


‘ 


a 


IZ 


“The first relay station is not over two miles ahead, 


and this is fifteen miles from Yellow Dust. | 
“I do not believe the coach is a mile from here, and the 


"attack will be made before it reaches the relay station— 


hark !” 

All listened, and a shot was heard, not a quarter of a 
mile ahead on the trail. 

“They are at it, sir,’ and Buffalo Bill spurred on, 
Captain Adams by his side, the men three abreast follow- 
ne | +! * * x * *k 

The coach ae meanwhile pulled along at a good gait. 

Bob White did not care to be in the night reaching the 
relay where the halt was to be made until the next morn- 
ing’. | A, 
“After he had driven some distance an idea flashed. 
through his mind to look behind him. 

What he saw caused him to turn pale. Five men were 
coming at a gallop behind him. All were so muffled up 
that he could not see enough of any one of them to recog- 
nize him. 

But he knew that the ordeal was upon him, so he called 
out to his passengers : 

“General, five horsemen are comings after us, sir, and I 
don’t: believe they mean any good. It won't do to. be 
reckless, but be guided by circumstances as to what we 
had best do.” 3 
_ The general felt a chill at his heart, such as he had 
never known in personal danger. It was apprehension 
for his beautiful daughter. | 

a will be prepated’to defend myself and my daughter, 
driver,” he replied, and got his revolvers ready. 

Another glance behind showed Bob White that the 
horsemen were coming up rapidly.. Their horses seemed 
to have been hard ridden to catch up with the coach. 

N earer they came, showing no weapons, nor hailing 
him, 

A bend of the trail put them out of diate. and Bob 
White was tempted to run for it, but he knew this would 
be useless in the rough condition of the trail. . 

A moment after the horsemen dashed around the bend, 
and as they came up one of them called out: 

“We have had a hard ride of it, sefior, to overtake you.” 

“What FORL os 

TERR colonel. sent us along as an escort.” 





CHAPTER XIII. 
A GIRL’ S. PLUCK. 


The general breathed more freely at their reply; but 
Bob White did not. 

The general had his weapons ready, and the driver had 
his at harid. 

The statement of the horseman dterciad all right, but 
why should the colonel, who was stage agent, become 
anxious about such distinguished passengers in such cold. 
weather, and send men to see that they arrived all right 
at the right halting-place ? 

“Tf you are all right, Bob, we'll go back and report,” 
spoke the leader, adding 

“It’s a bad night to oe caught out in,’ 

“Hold on, driver, a moment,” called out the general. 
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Bob White drew rein, and felt that he had been wrong, 
after all. 
“Return, my good fellows, and tell Landlord Camp that 
] appreciate his kindness and thank him. | 
“We are getting along all right, and as we descend the 
mountain will have less snow and cold. 
“Here, warm yourselves with this when you return, for | 
you will need it.’ | 
As he spoke the general extended his hand, containing 
a twenty-dollar gold piece, as a return for the kindnéss ot 
the horsemen. 
But the general’s hand was grasped in a grip of steel 
by the man to whom he had generously extended the gift, 
and a revolver was shoved full in his face, while the 


.words came threateningly : 


“Méve an inch and you are a dead man! Submit and 
you will not be harmed!” __ 

The four horsemen had slipped to the ground on the 
off side of their horses, and their rifles were leveled 
across their saddles. 

One rifle covered Bob White, the others were aimed 
at the body of the coach. 

“Come, what is your will?” asked the general, taken — 
by surprise. 

“To hold your daughter a prisoner until you pay us 
big money for her ransom, for we know you've got’ it, 
general. ” 

- As the ruffian uttered the last word he dropped dead! 

A bullet had crashed through his brain! 

- At that instant Buffalo Bill and Captain Charlie Adaths. 
dashed around the turn in the trail, a hundred feet away! 

They were on foot, revolvers in hand, and at sight of 
them Bob White pulled trigger, dropping a third of the | 
outlaws. 

At that moment the six soldiers, whom their captain 
and the scout had distanced in the ride to the rescue, cathe 
at a gallop around the bend. 

“Hands up, or you drop dead in your tracks,” shouted 
Buffalo Bill, and the two men, seeing that they could not 
reach their horses, and knowing that it was death to eae 
tempt to fly on foot, raised their hands quickly. | 

“Ah, Cody, another debt of gratitude to owe you, my 
good friend. 


“Why, do you khow these wretches intended to. “tid 
nap my daughter?” 

“They are capable of anything, sir.’ 

“Ah, Captain Adains, you, too, are one of our rés- 
cuers!” The general had sprung out of the coach, and 
now warmly wrung the hands of the officer and the scout, 
while he expressed his thanks to the soldiers also. 

“Your men have secured the prisoners, Captain Kae 
ams, and we had best not detain the coach, sir,” said But- 
falo Bill. 

“You are right, and I am sure it will not be held up 
again, general.” ~ 

“T have no’ further fear of it, captain. 


“But you do not realize what you gentlenien have done a 


for me and mine.’ 
“T shall have to ask you, general,” broke in Buffalo Bill, 
“to carry these three bodies on the top of the coach to the 
next relay station, where they will be buried by the stock- 
tenders.” it 
“Certainly, Cody.” 


> ¥elay. 


of to Cave 
we 


~ 
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“But I desire a look at their faces first,” and Buffalo 
Bill dréw the mask and muffler from the face of the 
leader. 

“Yes,” was all he said. 

The faces of the other two were then looked at, and 
of one the scout simply added: 

“Another !” | 

At the third he shook his head in a dubious way, as he 
looked sharply at him. 

“What about the ptisoners, Bill ?” 

“We will take them, Bob, a they are wanted at ee’ 
fort,” was the reply. 

The thrée dead outlaws were ‘then put on the top of 


_ thé coach and strapped there, when Buffalo Bill said, in a 


low tone, to Bob White: 
“Your horses have had twenty minutes’ rest, so rush 


them to the station with all speed. When vou get there 


take the best team and push them hard for the night halt, 


4 for more bad weather is threatening, and I fear dark will’ 


catch you before you get there.” 

“Tt does look so, Pard Cody.” 

“T'll tell you what to do: There are two men at the next 
Mount one of them on a fresh hotse and send 
him flying through to your night halting-place to get a 
frésh team and bring them to meet you. 


“Tf he hurries he can meet you eight miles or so’ from 
the station, and then you ¢an put teams through for all 


they are worth.” 

v, ‘Right you are, pard scout, and I thank you for the 
suggestion. - You always have your clever wits about you 
and kniow just what to do at the right time. 

“It will get me there before night, for I can make each 
team fly. 

“All ready!” and Bob White mounted his box. 

Farewells were said, and off went the coach at a clip- 
ping pace, for Bob White knew well that it would never 
do a night to catch him on that snowbound trail. 

Now, ¢ ean we must ride for it, and I'll push tight 
anyon with you, as night will catch us before 
et there,” said Buffalo Bill. 

The prisoners wete already mounted, bound to their. 
saddles, but carefully protected against the cold. 


With the five horses of the outlaws atid the extra ani- 


mal ena along, each soldier had a horse to lead. 





CHAPTER XIV. 
THE TWO PRISONERS. 


Att ous or. so after dark they reached the canyon, and 
weré reeted with a cheer. 


ot supper was ready for them, and the soldiers al-. 


ready there looked after the tired horses. - 
The prisoners were well treated also, but appeared to 


"Have little appetite for the good supper given them. 


_A fire was built in the mouth of the cave, and at the re- 


i bi “quest of the scout Captain Adams ordered the two pris- 
ee pace brought there for him to have a talk with. 


They soon came, pale and anxious looking. 
“Men, [ wish to have a talk with you, and you might 


as well tell the truth, for I know more than you think I 


do, atid’ will catch you in any lie you utter,” said the scout, 
“Tf you give lis our lives we'll talk; not without.” 
“That’s so,” chimed in the other. 
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“Ido not believe your information in that valuable. e 
“We knows a heap.” | 


“So: do I.” - 

“Come, Buffalo Bill; trade what we knows for our 
lives.” 

“No. I'll get it without allowing two such villains as | 


you are to escape the gallows.” 

This staggered the men, and they looked imionaly ate: 
each other, while the scout said: ! 

“Vour leader to- -day was none other than the man whé 
men as: a flow of language in presenting me a vote of 
thanks 

“He's quit his chin music now,” asserted one. 

“Oh, yes, his name was Chin- Chin Jim. I’ve seen him 
before—just where I saw you before to-day.” 

“Whar was that?” 

“You were both among the men I led throvgh the 
storm.” 

The men were silent, and Buffalo Bill asked: ' 

“Are you two, and were those three men who. were 
killed, the only ones of the band [ guided to Yellow Dust 
City who were outlaws?” 

“Yes, we was all.” 

Buffalo Bill smiled, but asked: | 

“Where are the men who were on tliat prospecting 
tour?” 


“Two died on ther trail thet night, yer remember, 
and two died soon after from exposure, while Old Rhu- 
bard sawed the ari off of one and a leg off of another. 

“Them three men you seen turn ther toes up ter-day, 
and here we two is.’ 


Buffalo. Bill said nothing, but i in his mind he Was Sa . 
out a sum in arithmetic. 2 
€ was counting as follows: 
“Two died on the trail, two more after arriving in 
cainp, making’ four, 


“Two lost a limb, so six are accounted for, and three 
were killed to- -day, and they make nine, with these two 
prisoners, running the number up to eleven tllat are ac- 
counted for. 


“Eleven from twenty-seven leave sixteen yet to account 
for, a rather quick thinning out of the band.” — 
Then, turning to Captain Adams, the scout added : 

-"T know all T care’ ‘to from these men, sir, so the ser- 
geant can take them; but if you will ask ‘Colonel Lennox 
to hold them for trial somie little time, I can promise him 
more prisoners, or a least more testimony to condenin 
these two.” 


The storm did not materialize during the night, but 
when the day dawned the clouds hung low and were very 
threatening. 


“Push for the stockade cabin, Captain Adams, with all 
haste, for the ee theré are good, should. we be 
snowed in for a few days, and here you could not stand it, | 
sir.’ 

“Yor are right, Cody, and, without delaying for a 
noon halt, we should reach the stockade sore hour or 
two before night.” 

“Wes; eee.” 

“T wish that you were going with tis.” : 

“| think I can be of more sérvice just now, sir, in Yel 
low Dust City,” was the reply. : ; 


ing 
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“Well, take care of yourself, and I shall let the colonel 

know that you saved the general.” ot: 
“With your aid, sir,” and with a military salute to the 

captain Buffalo Bill saw him go on after his men, when he 

turned back on the trail to Yellow Dust City. 

He rode slowly, for a terrible blizzard had come on. 

- Suddenly, through the storm, he beheld a horse and 

rider, both cowering under the shelter of a rock and in-a 

retreat that from a less severe storm might be fairly safe, 

but in the tempest was poor, indeed. 


“Ho, pard, have you halted there to die—by Jove] it 
is an Indian!” and Buffalo Bill dropped his hand to bring 
his rifle around for use. 

But the redskin did not move, nor. his pony, either. 

Instantly the scout was by his side, his hand upon his 
shoulder. | 


The red rider made an effort to raise his hands, but 
could not, then stared vacantly at the scout. 


“Freezing to death, as I live!” 


Out eame the scout’s flask of liquor and a generous 
draught was forced down the red throat. 


The Indian wore the full togs and war bonnet of a chief 
of high rank, and was yet a comparatively young man. 


_ He seemed to feel, when the drink was forced into his 
mouth, that he had found a friend, but he could mutter 
but a word or two. 


Buffalo Bill fairly lifted the redskin out of the saddle 
and placed him where he could feel the warmth, gave 
him another drink, and then unrolled his bed blankets 
and put them about him. 


Taking from his traps his coffee pot and provisions, he 
soon had some water boiling and some venison broiling 
over a fire he kindled. 


The Indian pony and his own horse were led up near to 
the fire, the scout knowing that it would keep the chill off. 
Turning to the Indian again, he found him much im- 
proved by the liquor and the warmth. ) 
The chief drank the coffee and devoured the venison 
and crackers offered in a way that showed he was most 
starved. \ 
_. The scout watched him attentively, and when he felt 
that he was warmed clear through, he made him stand up 
by the fire, while he wrapped his blankets about him. 
Leading the pony nearer, he aided him to mount, and 
‘then tucked the blankets all over his legs and feet, muffled 
up his head, and, mounting his own horse, led the way 
out of the temporary shelter which had been such a boon 
to the poor redskin, for nowhere else could a fire have 
been built. for miles, and so good a retreat found. 


On through the storm Buffalo Bill rode, the Indian. 


pony following in the broken tracks made by the large 
horse, and his rider watching the muffled form ahead with 
strange wonder in his eyes. 
The delay to save the redskin, and the heavy traveling 
through the storm, made it slow work, and night fell 
before the first cabin of Yellow Dust came in sight. 


But on pushed the scout, and a light from a cabin soon 
neal ahead. Then more lights came into view, the 
arger ones of the Golden Arms. The chief followed in 
silence wherever his rescuer cared to lead. 


THE BUF?ALO BILL STORIES. 


A few minutes more, and, riding up to a cabin, Buffalo 
Bill called out: | 4 } 
“Ho, Sule Ross, come out here, for there are two half- 
frozen men to care for.” ae 


CHAPTER XV. 
THE DEATH HAND. 


Sule Ross heard the-cry without, threw on his storm 
coat, and sprang to the door. 

“Quick, Sule, for my companion is in a bad way, I 
fear. He was half dead when I found him,” cried Buf- 
falo Bill. | | 

The storekeeper had been looking at the muffled forms, 
and now at Buffalo Bill’s request he lifted the Indian in 
his strong arms and went with him into the cabin, the © 
scout meanwhile riding on to the log stable near at hand 
to get the horses under shelter as quickly as he could. 

Once in the cabin, Sule Ross laid the blanketed form 


‘on the floor, then put on the kettle to boil, got out a ; 


bottle of liquor and glasses, and prepared a bed on the 
floor not far from the fire, placing there a bear robe and 
blankets. | 
He then drew the blankets off the form, which was 
seated bolt upright, and cried in amazement: | 
“By Heaven! it is an Indian!” | | 
The redskin was in a semi-stupor. He seemed not to 
have the power of movement, and his eyes were listless in 
their expression. | 
Sule Ross forced into his lips a drink of liquor, then 
placed him upon the bear-robe bed, enveloped him in hot 
blankets, and was bustling about making coffee when 
Buffalo Billy looking more like a grizzly bear than a 
human being, entered the cabin. | 
For a while it was a struggle for life, but at last the de- _ 
voted care of the two men was successful, and the Indian 
rallied, and once on the mend, began to rapidly improve. 
The drinks, warmth of the room, and care of Buffalo 
Bill and Sule Ross had saved him. : 
He gazed about him vacantly at first, then seemed.to 
realize his position, and, seeing the scout, said in a husky 
voice : Pig Wie Ade 
“Good white brother to Death Hand.” gee 
The two white men gave a glancé at each oflier. 4 
Death Hand! one of the most powerful of the ieSun- 
tain chiefs, and the bitter foe of the whites, one who was 
greatly feared along the whole border, especially at. Yel- 
low Dust City! | | 
His eyes turning upon Sule Ross, he said: : 
“Two good white brothers.. Two time save Death 
Hand from happy hunting grounds. Red man don’t . 
forget friend or foe.” 3 3 
“You were in a bad way, chief, but vou will be all righ 
after a night’s rest. Don’t fear trouble, for you are not to. 
be disturbed by any one. We will have some supper 
now.” 
The supper served the better to pull the chief together, 


-and Sule Ross gave him a pipe to smoke after it. 


Then a bed was made for him in the back room, which — 
Ross used as a kitchen, and where there was a.good fire, 
and he was soon fast asleep in the very heart of the settle- 
Hn he had more than jonce raided with disastrous ef- 

ect. | a2 
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asked Ross, when the two” were seated, talking to- 
gether and enjoving their pipes. 

“Oh, yes, his war bonnet is that ef a ‘great chief, and 
then 1 ‘recognized him as soon as I got a good look at his 
face, for that scar across his forehead mv bullet gave him 
a year ago | in the old stockade cabin fight.” 

“Where did you find him?” 

Buffalo Bill told the storv. | | 

“Well, Pard Bill, 1 hardly’ know what to say about 
you,” said Sule. Ross, as the two friends continued to sit 

_the fire, listening to the howling storm, and Buf- 
3ill had just. told ‘about his havi ing come to Yellow 
Du City to unearth a band of outlaws, 

Buffalo Bill lau 
_ then replied: us fei: 
"Sule, vou renr aber I ‘told you, when 1 brought that 
Well, I am going 


2 
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to. tell you now, ay 
Se, am_all ears.” | 
oO ‘Who. are the officers of the vigilantes of this place : ‘ 
“Sunflower Sam is captain.” 
“A god one, from what 1 have heard of him.” 
“The colonel is next in rank; then I come, and Waring 
“An ably officered command, I should say, only your 
armiy experience should have made you leader.” 


‘‘] prefer the position I have, on acconnt of my business, . 


while the Shasta Sport can attend to the duties in the ficld, 
pe navng only his gambling to occupy his time.” 

hé péople do not know just who are the vigilantes ?”’ 
No, o other than that we four, as officers, have had our 
“Vou were the ones who sentenced the Blue Belts to 
exile?” - 

“Yes > for they were a hard lot.” 

“Now, tell. what you know about the. m@ihibers of. that 

prospecting trail which I led back here.” | 


“Very little more than that a party of some thirty went 


out, got lost, became scant of food, and were snowed 
in, and<but for you would all have. died.” | 
“Do you know who they all were?” . : 
“No; for they have. had little to say about their. ven- 
voare,” 


“Tam hére to know each one who was on ‘that BEDE 


_ petting trail, Sule.” 
“PI do what I can to. help you.” ~~ ee" 
“Now tell me, Sule, what about those Blue Belts. you 


| ~ drove out of the camps?” 


~*Bill, do you know I have worried abit them, for the 
- storms: coming on so much earlier this year must Have ‘got 
msn | in the mountains, and perhaps they perished. 


“I did mot want that, of course, and I have been inclined 
to hire some men and send them out with supplies to 
look them up, for the aim of the Secret bimini was to 
be ‘just, not cruel.” 


“Well, Sule, you, made a sad mistake in sending those 
men off, as I will tell you,” said Buffalo Bill, impressively, 
and his look An tone made Sule Ross feel uncomfort- 
Fos sigs . 

“You haye seen them, Cody 2’ ue asked. 

“They left here fifteen strong. They now are but 
- seven} ; eight are dead.” 


THE BUFFALO 
7 Ath sais 3 is think it can’ be the Chief Death Hand, Bill eh 
ule. 


I. laughed, pred slowly at his pipe, and. 
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“Ay God! How can that be?” 

“From cold, exposure and wounds.” 

“Then they were in a fight?” 

“No, they were tracked by a band of men, told treach-) 
‘erously. that they had been found not guilty, after all, and 
could return to. Yellow Dust, and then: they were made 
prisoners,” ge: | 

“But by whom ; e 

“The party of twenty-seven E gheed ceueucane that left 
Yellow Dust City.” ~ : 

“Can it be possible?” | i 

“They were followed by those men, as I have said, be- 
trayed, and then did they ‘suffer what few men could atid 
live to tell the story.” ~~ 7 

“What was done to them? 

“The hand or foot of each one was cut off.” 

“Great God!” and Sule Ross sprang to his feet a and be- 
e to excitedly pace the floor. — bi | 

“Buffalo Bill, did any other man than. you tel [ me this 
I would call him a most heartless liar. Can i it be possible 


bb ae 





that this monstrous. crime was done?” 

“Worse still, Ross.” 

‘In the name of high Heaven, what sould Be worse 2?” . 

“They were robbed, left only with scant clothing and 
food, and told to go their way to certain death, but to 
suiffer the torture of the damned before they died. — 

“T tell you, Sule Ross, it was the most revolting cruelty 
I every heard of, ever: among Indians, and when I found 
those poor. wretches and saw. their. sufferings, I took up. 
the ganilet for them, and I teil you now that I shall put: © 
them in the way of avenging their wrongs. Yes, and 
shall aid them in the just work, for those who wronged: 
them shall suffer full punishment for their awful crime. 
I swear it! ; 

“I! am their ally, so is Surgeon Frank Pow ell. 
pards in this campaign of vengeance.” 


“And I also am with you, Pard Cody. and I swear to 
enter into the work with you, heart, body and soul!” and 
Sule Ross brought his fist down upon the table with sav- 
age earnestness, fire flashing’ from his eyes. 


“And who wefe the self-appointed executioners, Ross? > =, 
asked Buffalo Bill. — 
“They were the prospecting party.” 
“Sure? 
“T can account for eleven of therm.” 
“Ves, 3? : ; 
“Leaving sixteen to be ferreted out.” 
‘We can and must find those sixteen.” 
“Yes, we must, but who was their leader?” | ; 
- “Those two prisoners told me that Chin-Chin Jim w was. 
“He was a clever fellow, deep asa well, sly as a ee: 
and a bad one.’ 
“But he was not the leader.” 
“You know. this?” 
“Tl did not see their faces. very yall, ‘for they kept them 
muffled, even when eating their supper, but Chin- Chin 
Jim had not the voice of the leader of the expedition.” 


“You ought to know ; but could not the Blue Belts help 
you spot. them by what they saw?” 

“Their torturers were all masked, you remember.” 

“Yes, yes. .. They, therefore could be of little help; so’ 
now we ‘must do it all here. I believe we can spot each, 
one, Bill: in fact, I know we can.’ 


WwW e ate 
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“tf must be done quietly, not to let cays think they are 
suspected, ore 

aes, Or they'll raise sheol in the camp to cover ue 
their devilment.” 

‘We must spot them ore by one. 

“I will fix upon a man I suspect, let you know, and you 
can verify as best you can if he is one of the gang.” 

“T will do that, We must find them out, one by one, 
and when we know them I shall act. I shall give out that 
I am here awaiting dispatches which General Easton is to 
send back. That will account for my being here, and 3 
will remain here with you.” 

“All right. During the day many men come to my store, 
about half the camps, on one errand or another, and you 
can loaf in there and see them all. 

“Then you can drop in at the Golden Arms aid have a 
look at the faces, and at night we will go to the Colonel’s 
Game, and there you will haye the whole outfit.” 

“Very true.” 

“Now tell me if you know of a good surgeon in the 
camps ?” 

“Old Rhubarb.” 

“Has he been away?” 

“Not a day.” 

“He is not the man, for those of the Blue Belts* were 

amputated by an expert.” 
“TY know. of no other.” 
“We'll find him, never fear. 
~ “Now let us turn in, for I’ve done a good day’s work.” 


5 





CHAPTER XVI. 
THE FATAL WAR-TRAIL, I 


The morning broke with the storm still raging, but Buf- 
falo Bill was willing to rest indoors after his late adven- 
tures and hardships. 

His anxiety about Captain Adams and his soldiers was 
considerable, and yet he felt that Lem Todd had been able 
to guide the command to the stockade cabin, and if so, 
they were safe, though snow-bound, while the officer was 
too thorough a soldier to risk leaving there without cause 
for it, . 

At the fort he knew that the anxiety for the general and 
all would be great, but the return of the captaie would 
allay those fears. 

The Indian chief still felt what he had gone through 
with the day. before, for he made no effort to leave his 
bed until Buffalo Bill called him to breakfast. 

When he had smoked a while, Buffalo Bill asked the 
chief how he felt. 

The Death Hand replied that he felt Einy well, and 
could go away on his pony if the scout wished. > 

The scout said that he would see the Death Hand 


well on his trail, that no paleface with a black heart . 


should kill him from behind a rock. 

The chief seemed deeply moved and much pleased by 
the scout’s words, and was evidently pondering some mo- 
mentous reply in his mind, aof he said several times that 
he would talk later. 

Then Buffalo Bill went on ‘to say that. the pale faces 
were bitter toward ‘him, because he was their foe, and 
, Some of them might try to show their anger; but he was 
\ 

"3 


dread of Buffalo Bill, 
rapidly, and looking out at the weather, he said, with | the 
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to remain in the cabin until he felt well, and then seep 
close by him until he was ready to go. os 

‘There was no fear in the brave chief’s face as he re- 
plied : , 

“Me stay with great white chief, but Death Hand. no 
afraid to die.” 

“T can well believe that; but, why was it. the great chief 
was alone and so far from his people? ° 5 

“Death Hand did not come alone.” 

“Are any of your young men about?” | 

“All dead.” | 

“Dead Re ) 

“In snow.” 

“Where are they : er’ 

“Long way.’ 

“How many of them?” | RESIS ete he 

The chief held up both hands three times ke. 

“Thirty! This is terrible,” cried Buffalo Bill, an 
close questioning he got out of the chief ‘that he ‘had 
started with thirty of “his braves to see if. he could not, — 
ae make a raid upon Yellow Dust City with a large 
orce. 

They had been caught ih the storm, had foie: what 
shelter they could, but when it was over they ;were in a 
terrible plight, frost-bitten and some of them dying. 





Their provisions became scarce, and when the sec- — 


ond storm came, his young men had died like wild bite 
under the chilling winds. 

In vain did he try to save them, for, strange to say; 
he had not been frost-bitten, and, remained strong. 

It showed him that the Great Spirit had frowned upon 
his intended war upon the palefaces, by killing his young 
men, and saving him to go back and tell his people. 

When he was left alone he had killed the ponies that 
remained, and driven, to save his own life, to leave his 
young men, he had started, become bewildered, wan-. 
dered about, and had the scout not found him he, too, 
would have died.. 

Buffalo ore: listened to the plaintive story, and then 
said : 

“Your young men shall not remain to be food for the 
coyotes. I will get volunteers to-night to go with me, 
and to-morrow we will start for the place and bury the 
braves where they fell.” 

The expression that came over the stern, stolid face of 
the Indian chief at Buffalo Bill’s promise to keep the 
coyotes from feeding upon his young men told ‘plainly 
that the inmost soul “of the red man was touched. | 

He could appreciate fully that the man, for whose 
scalp he had so longed, the great scout who had been 
the dread of his bravest warriors, was his friend, if. my 
he allowed him to be. 

He did not speak, he simply arose, took the’ scout’s 
hand in both of his own, and pressed it hard. 

Soon after he said that he would uide the scout to the | 
bodies, that they were about two hours’ pony ride from 
Yellow, Dust City, showing that they had gotten dahger- 
ously near the camps in their scouting trail, | 

A good dinner and the fact that he no ‘longer felt 
caused the chief to recuperate 


air of a weather prophet: 
“Storm go soon; brig ght up there when dark comes.” 
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“This showed that his idea was that. the stars would 
be visible. : 

“Ves, and it will be as cold as Greenland, * pal Sule 
Ross, who added, quickly: 

“Here comes a gang of men.’ 

‘He opened the door for them ae invited them in. 

There were five of them, and had come for him to 


open the store and sell them some buffalo robes and: 
_ Dlankets. —~ 


They eyed the Indian ‘curiously, asked Buffalo Bill 
what brought him back, and followed Sule Ross into ane 
store to make their purchases. | 

He let them out the store door, and returned in half 
an ill fe report that ‘the presence of Death Hand 

ae rer the me camps by night. 











think we are hiding him here, and 


oa 


ma who he was, boldly said that they would 


| let the eee 


i 


* 


oar 
cel 


: eat 


ri 
a5 


: Ei illiiiness to £0 with the scout, 
i‘: opened his store for sales, but promised to be on hand 


e 


oa 2 at the Colonel’s Game. 


“T told them then that you intended to bring him up 


to the colonel’s at night, and ask for men to go with 
you to-morrow to bury his dead braves.” 
‘That was the very thing to tell them, Sule, and I will 


_ take him up with me to-night.” 
» “Tl be there, and I hope “there will not be trouble.” 


“So do I,” was the quiet reply, and then, glancing out 
of the window, Buffalo Bill continued: 
“The storm is over, Sule.” 
_ After a good supper the Indian chief axipineaed perfect 


He gave Buffalo Bill a hint that men in the store 


% had talked angrily about Death Hand being in camp, 


and the scout replied: 

“IT shall take the bull by the ‘Heres at the outset and 
stand no nonsense, Sule.” 

“T know that, and it is best; but, look out‘for a fel- 


low known as Scalplock Sam, for he is a bad one, and 


he has four equally as bad backers.” 
“Til keep an eye on Scalplock, Sule,” was the reply. 
Soon after, with the Indian decorated in his war bon- 
net, Buffalo Bill started through the snow to the Goiden 
Arms. 


_ The colonel met him most cordially, asked why he had 


not come to the Golden Arms as his guest, and. then 


listened with intense surprise to his report of the attack 


- some of the cabins. 


_ agent. 


on the coach by Chin-Chin Jim and four comrades. 

“We missed him, yet supposed he was snowed in at 
But vou astound me, Mr, Cody, at 
what you tell me, for I did not regard him as a road 
The Secret Vigilantes must look sharp. | 


“Why, this will give Yellow Dust City a bad black 


eve, to have a general of the army attacked, and with 
his daughter, too. It is too bad, too bad, and it shall 
be made known in the Game to- night.” 

“Yes, it should be, for, as you say, the Secret V igilantes 
will have to look. sharp, for there are still a few bad 
men left in Yellow Dust, after getting rid of the Blue 


ye aaelts.” 


| ehont those Blue Bélts, 


a4 


. “So there are, and, do you know, I am getting anxious 
in this awful weather, for we 
did not wish to. kill. then, Mr. Cody.’ ? 
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Sule Ross having . 


i7 


“You may, be well anxious, colonel, in such weather 
for any. one exposed to it.” 

“IT am, I am. But, about that Indian ?” 5 

“Well 2” 

‘What about his being the Chief Death Hand? ee 

“He is Death Hand.” 

“The boys will wish to Ml him.” 

“If you have any influence with them. you had best 


advise them that they better not, that he is in the keep- 


ing of a government officer, who is tally capable of taking 
care of him.” 

“Twill, I will. 
Cody.” 

“of am not defending his morals, or his sah to kill 
palefaces; but he is an Indian, one whom I poe nearly 
dead, and I brought him to Yellow Dust.’ 

“Better not take him into the Game, Mr. Cody: me 

“It is just where I shall take him, for,I intend to go 
there to call for volunteers to go with me to bury his 
dead braves. 

“I am not trying to hide the Indian, Colonel Camp, 
from a lot of cowards who feared to fight him openly, 
but now would be glad to kill him, that he is in their 
power.” 

“You have got nerve, Mr. Cody, and that wins. I am, 
of ‘course, your backer in case of trouble, and so. will 
others be.” | 

“Thanks. I hope that there will be no trouble, but if 
it comes I will meet it as best I can,” and, turning to 
Death Hand, who had stood as motionless as a bronze 
statue, Buffalo Bill spoke to him in his own tongue, and 
the two started for the Colonel’s Game saloon. | 
_ But, though his face was immovable, Death Hand had 
understood enough of what was said to fully comprehend 
his position, and the scout’s. 


But, hie j is a bad one, very bad one, Mr. 





CHAPTER XVII. 
: AN. EX €4d TING SCEVN Ey 


The storm being over, the colonel’s saloon was pretty 
weil crowded. 

Men living at a distance had been storm-bound, and 
were glad to get up to the stores to buy something, and 
to the saloons to “take something.” Gamblers were also 
in full sway. 

Buffalo Bill entered in his quiet way, the Indian fol- 
lowing; and following the Indian came the colonel, for 
he was determined to be on hand if wanted, 

Carl Waring was there, also, and Sule Ross had gone 
direct to the saloon from his store, leaving his partner 
in charge there. 

There, too, was the Man-from-Shasta, engaged in a 
game with several others for big stakes. 

Sealplock Sam likewise “was there, and looking his 
best. 

He had been making bist pied about the Indian 
being in town, and what should be done with him. 
~ His four comrades were keeping close to him, too, as 
though told to be on hand if wanted. 

There were honest miners and bad ones, toughs and 
still worse than toughs, all in the saloon. 

Fully three hundred men were gathered there, and.2 
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load” hurh of voices was> heard by the seu, before: he 


reached the door. 

As he entered the ddot a voice said 

“Thar he is now!” ». 

A dead silence followed, by ea 

“And ther Injun, is with him,” added another, voice.. 

Every eye was turned ‘upon Bufiato Bill first, then 
upon the Indian. 

-The scout paused to look around for a seat. 

“Here, Mr, Cody, join mes” | 

It was the colotiel, and Buffalo Bill turned ead took 
the seat at Colonel Camp’s table. |. 

The Indian also sat down, as Buffalo Bill gave = 
aichair, a 

Glancing about, Buffalo Bill Botited to several familiar 


faces, and the, 100k showed him Sule Ross, Waring and_ 


others whom he felt belonged to the best of the citizens. 

‘Sealplock San arose and. started, ‘toward the scout, 
but Colonel Camp called out: 

“Gentlemen, 1 have somethin ig to say.’ 

All was attention. _ Of course, he was going to captain 
the presence of the indian chief there, 

“Tl am sorty to say. that the blow we visited upon the 
Blue Belts, in driving the band from our midst, was not 
enough to give others a warning: to keep them from 
crime, for a monstrous wrong has been done almost at 
our very doors.” 

Every eye was upon the colonel. He was alwhys glad 
to make a speech, and “improved every opportunity to 
dO SO, 

“IT wish to tell you that this bentbetiain; whom you’ ‘all 
know as ‘Buffalo Bill, and whom you ate aware is the 
king of bordermen, and who was so honored yesterday 
by the present of a bag of gold, presented by those whose 
lives he had saved—this | great scout, 1 say, who gave 
that gold to those in need, arrived last night in the driv- 
ing blizzard, to report to methat five road agents from 
this camp had held up.Bob White's stage to rob General 
Easton and his beautiful daughter. ~ 


“But, gentlemen, that dashing officer, Captains Adams, 
anxious for the safety of his general, took the trail of the 
coach, Buffalo Bill guiding, and arrived in time to. kill 
_three ot the-road robbers and capture the other two. 


“Whorfour of those men were, Mr. Cody does not | 


know, but the leader was none other than Chin- -Chin Jim,” 


“Was jneskilied?”* aaa Hees ieee 
“He was, and this great scout was sent back to report 
to me, as agent of the stage line, and to await'here return 
dispatches from the general, and gla ly-we welcome 
him into our midst, and we trust while he is here he will 
be able: to report how the citizens of Yellow Dust. deal 


with road agents and outlaws, for the Secret V ‘igilantes | 
must set to work. to clear the eee ht of crime once 


niore, 
“Gentlemen, I thank you for won attention, and it will 


be soon known who nese other. ae road agents were, - 


for we can spot them.” 


This speech of the ene wastnd the wildest ex- 
citement. Men talked loud and wildly, and it could be 


seen that many ganenes were being: made as to who were” 


thee other four: men; © >>. pe fot Og, 


an roar of Sear prac: went ne at this, and a voice called 
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Suddenly a voice cried for sites 

It was Scalplock Sam, and a silerice at once followed, 
for all saw that the man had “blood in his eve.” 

Scaiplock Jooked wicked. “He had worked himself inp 
to fever heat about the Indian chief being in Yellow 
Dust. He had strengthened his intentions.by several very 
stiff drinks, and so was ready to. make a greater name or 


’ 


_mar the one he.had, if thatswere ,possible. 


His eves were upon B uffalo ‘Bill, though he addressed. 
the assemblage. 

“Gents, I has a word to say, 

“Qut- with it, then, Sam,” 
by courtesy master of ceremonies in the saloon. ita 

“That. gent. yonder, whom we all know is the king 
of scouts’—Scalplock did not) wish’ to” belittle a 
he intended to master— ‘nobody adi rin: Fi 
—I say that gent has a perfect tight to protect stage 
coaches, shoat: road agents, and all that, ‘but he has no 
right ter insult ther citizens of this camp ther way he 


» He tantly roar ed. 









has.” 


All eyes turned upon Buffalo Bill, w ho asked: quietly, 
without: rising from his seat: 

“tn what way 
Dust © S 

“You have brought inter our midst a Injun chief, ‘iee 


said the colonel, who ie 


to. dene fie 


a 


have | inate the citizens Be Yellow, (i 


fai of ther homes and firesides of Yellow. Dust, ther | ; 
skulking redskin thet has kilt éur comrades, burned our 


’ 


cabins, run off our stock, and——’ 

“Without wishizig to break in upon your very eloquent 
speech, Scalplock Sam, 1 will admit all you say to save 
argument; he is an Indian and fights:in an Indian way. 
He is here. I brought him here, and what are you edad. 
to do about it?” 

For a moment Scalplock was ‘staggeted, but he rallied 
quicely and cried: ‘4 

“Phat man has sca!ped dudkads of our people! pr 

It was an unfortunate remark, for pat came Buffalo | 
Bill’s reply : 

“And you, a white iman, wear at yout pelt the sali 
locks of the men you claim to have Ene. You also: 
appear tobe in the scalping business.” 

A yell greeted this sally, and ot an instant the tough 
was taken aback. 
Burt hevekrle to the attack again with: 


“T am a white man, and. as such | I objects ter. “you 


bringin’ thet redskin inter this camp.” 

ae found him in almost a dying condition by the side at: 
the trail, 
me, as he otherwise would have done. I built a. fire, 
gave him some liquor, wrapped him up, and brought him 
here, ee Sule Ross and J again. had a struggle to save. 
his eee 

“But, we did so, and I find that he is Death Hand, the 
great chief of the mountain. tribes. ° 
patty of thirty braves on a scout, got caught in the bliz~ 
zard, and every one but himself. perished, 


“T came here to-night to ask for a dozen brave cen 


to go with me to bury those dead, 


“Treat this chief right; bury those dead braves of pore 
send him back to his people our friend, and you will have 


saved many lives a year. hence. 


He was out with: a 


He was so far. gone that he could not resist. * | 


“That is my explanation, ¢ and I make it to ‘the ‘puta | 


men present.” 


* 


——_ 
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CHAPTER XVIII. 
“TO00 QUTLCK FOR HIM. 


The men in the saloon had been watchful, yet quiet. 


All knew that Buffalo Bill had right on his side. 

But the troublesome element wanted excitement, so 
they nagged Scalplock Sam on. 

Encouraged by the whispers about him, he said: _ 

“T don’t want no trouble with a government officer, 
though yer being Buffalo Bill has no terrors fer me; but 
I tells yer now that I intends ter hang thet Injun this 
night.” | 

This was an avowed challenge. How would Buffalo 
Bill take it? | : 

His reply was in the same unmoved tones in which he 
had before spoken: 

“Here he is; come and take him; only don’t forget 
thet I shall try to protect him.” 

» “That means that it’s between you and me.” 

“As you please.” . 

“T’ll clip ther Injun fust and then attend to you.’ 

“As you please.” 

Scalplock drew his revolver. © 

To the surprise of those about him, when Buffalo Bill 
rose from his seat he already had his weapon in his hand. 

As the scout rose Death Hand did the same. 
wholly unaffected by his surroundings, the Indian chief 
faced his foe. He held no weapon, showed none. | 

The crowd could but admire his splendid nerve. 

“Does you intend ter shoot me if I pulls trigger on 
thet redskin?”’ demanded Scalplock. . ; 

- . #No.?.- 3 

“I thought yer dasn’t.” © . 

_“T intend to kill you if you make a move to fire at him,” 

Scalplock was a little nonplused at this. 


The scout had his revolver in better position to use it. 


quickly than had the camp terror. 
So the rough said: 
“Then it seems I must down 
afterward.” 


“As you please. It is a matter of indifference to 
either the chief or myself which dies first.” 


The crowd laughed, and Scalplock was but the more 
disconcerted. : 

The colonel, Sule Ross, and Carl Waring were watch- 
ing the situation with painful interest. 
fearful that the scout might be killed in his saloon, and 
he dreaded the result. Yet he dared not interfere in the 
quarrel where but two men faced each other. 


Carl Waring was anxious to see Scalplock Sam killed, 


you fust, ther redskin 


and he cherished the idea that the scout was the man to 


do it. . : 


Sule Ross was more nervous than had he been in 
Buffalo. Bill’s shoes. 


and he knew that Scalplock was a very dangerous foe, 
Still, the storekeeper had confidence in Buffalo Bili’s 


ability to take care of himself. He knew by the calmness 


of the scout that he was in a dangerous humor, though 


he never would shoot to kill a man unless driven to it. 


The Shasta Sport, from his point of vantage, was 
watching affairs like a lynx. He would be on hand 


when needed, all who knew him were certain, 


Calm, 


The colonel was 


He loved the scout as a brother, 


'tg 


But he, too, would not interfere where it was man 
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against man. | . | 

“Does yer dare face me square, man ter man?” _ 

“We are facing each other now.” S yaake akiha Jl 

“Answer my question, for I don’t want nobody inno- 
cent nurt.” | 

“Oh, I won't hurt any one; I’ll send my bullet right 
where I aim it.” 

“Will yer face me at ther drop of a hat?” » 

“I see no reason to do so. I waht no trouble. You 
say you will kill this chief and I say you will not. That 
is all there is to it.” | | 

“Then J-——” net al 

With the words Scalplock threw his revolver forward. 

Some said his aim was at the Indian; some said it 
was at Buffalo Biil. 

No one but himself really knew, except Buffalo Bill. 

Quick as he was, and trying to catch the scout* off. 
his guard, the terror did not get his revolver to a level 
before there came a report. 

_ It was from the scout’s revolver. 

It*had been aimed sure. 

The bullet took the desperado between the eyes. 

iy was a wild war-whoop that nearly raised the 
roo ; | 
It brought every man to his feet. | 
But, it was only Death Hand expressing his admira- 
tion. ‘ poy nen 
Instantly he relaxed into his former immovable calm. 

Scalplock Sam fell backward into the ‘arms of his 
four comrades, rewarding one for his faithfulness by 
sending a bullet into his heart, for the nervous death- 
clutch on the trigger fired the weapon as it fell from 
his havids’) coe 22a aie : | | 

The other three were horrified, but they dropped the . 


two bodies and turned to face the crowd, to take a hand 2 


in the trouble to avenge their leader and comrade. 





CHAPTER XIX. 
A STRANGE BURIAL, ~ 


‘The three companions of the dead desperado turned 
to face Buffalo Bill, to see that he was ready for them. 

They saw, too, that the crowd, rejoicing in the death 
of the terror, would stand no nonsense from them. 

They could have counted their backers a moment be- 


fore by dozens; but now there had been a surprising 


change, and not a half dozen nodded encouragement to 
them. 

“Come, no more of this. 

“Put up your guns, or I’ll take a hand!” 

It was the Man-from-Shasta who spoke. 

The toughs thought it best to obey, though one of 
them remarked: » | 

“He kilt our pard, sport, and poor Sam, in his death- 
agony, kilt his best friend.” ies 

“Say no more, or there’ll be more sudden deaths in 
the same outfit,” assumed Sunflower, and seeing that the 
temper of the crowd was dangerous the three began to 
look after their dead comrades. 

Buffalo Bill had resumed his seat, the Indian chief 
following his example. 

Sule Ross had pressed iorward and said: 
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“In your usual style, Cody.” 

“He brought it upon himself, Sule.” 

“He did. You were very patient with him.” 

“There'll be no moré trouble, I hope.” 

“Not a bit.” 

‘Carl Waring came up and said: 

“You deserve the name you bear as a dead shot, Mr. 
Cody. It was square between ‘the eyes. 

“Two birds with one shot, say I, as Sam killed liis 
pard in falling. You are the quickest hand I ever saw 
with a weapon, sir,” added the colonel, while the Shasta 
Sport came up and said: 

“IT wish to make your better acquaintatice, sir, and to_ 
say that you have done Yellow Dust City a great service, 
for that - ‘man was one of the worst characters in the 
mines,’ 

“I would rather have left him to the Secret Vigilantes, 
sir, to care for; but he. was as determined to kill’ the 
chief here as I ain determined to protect him,” 

“You did right, sir, and there shall be no more trouble 
about the Indian. 

“But, what nerve: he displayed, for he must fave 
known the trouble was. about him.” 

“He speaks English, sir,’ and: he turned to Death 


Hand, whose eyes were fixed wistfully upon the srs 3 per 


of Scalplock Sam and his comrade, who were just t 
being borne out of the cabin, passing within a few feet of 
him, 

_ By Jove, he’s longin for: their scalplocks !” 

“T only wish he had them,” aoe the colonel, who 
continued : 


. “Sunflower Sam, Mr. Cody; will go with you to bury 
thosé braves, and will make up a party for you.’ 


“I thank you, sir, exceedingly. It will have a Sood 
effect or the chief, afid that ineans his people, also.” 

“It will, indeed. How many will you wish?” 

|i dozen, for the chief and I will go, also.” 

“T will have them ready at-dawn, with a pack horse 
carrying picks and shovels,” was the sport’s answer, 


This duty accomplished, and having shown his inten- | 


tion and abiilty-to protect the chief, Buffalo Bill tutned | 
to leave the saloon, aang oe i the crowd to drink at 
his eXperise. 

The feeling was unanimous to do so. 

The comrades of Scalplock Sam heard the invitation as 
they reached the door, and returned with great alacrity 
to also accept the scout’s hospitality |! 


They wished to show that they had no “hard feelings” 
toward a man who could use a revolver as did Buffalo 
Bill, and had only done his duty. 

“No hard feelings, partd,” they said, as they raised 
their giasses, dashed o enough for their two dead comn- 
rades, 8S well as themsc¢ives,. and then ¢ontinved on in 
their mournful duty of carrying the bodies to their cabin. 

Sule Ross accompanied Buffalo Bill and the chief from 
the saloon, and when they were safe in the cosy cabin 
of the storekeeper, Death Hand turned, grasped the hand 
Of the scout, and said: 

“Heap quick shoot! heap dead shoot! Great white 
chief mighty man—brother of Death Hand!” __ | 

Buffalo Bill and the chief were ready the next morn- 


ing when the Shasta Sport and a a followers rode up — 


return. 
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to the cabin, leading a pack hose with food, kindling 
wood, picks ‘and shovels. ae 

It was bitter cold but ¢lear, and Death Hand rode to 
- iy as guide, Buffalo Bill and the sport riding side 

y sice 

The ride was about two hours, and the bodies were 
found, thirty in number, the coyotes just beginning to 
gather for a feast, havi ing lost too much tinte, as is their 
custom, whining over it, and so losing their meal. | 

A spot was selected, a large, round grave dug, the 
bodies placed in it, in a sitting posture, facing each other. 

Their weapons, and equipments taken from theit dead 
ponies, were placed in the grave with them, a fire was 
built in‘the center, to warm them on the ‘trail to the 
happy hunting grounds, Buffalo Bill arranging all as 
he knew was the Indian custom, for the chief would not 
ask if. 

That he appreciated it could be seen. | 

Then the grave was filled in, and stones were brought 
and piled in cave shape upon it. 

‘This done, diuner was eaten, and the trail taal back 
to Yellow Dust City. - 

Back to the cabin of Sule Ress went Buffalo Bill and 
the chiet, and when the storekeeper came in, later, to sup- 
er, the scout said:. 

‘Well, Sule, I have spotted ten of the batid that fol- 
lowed the Blue Belts!” | ; 





. CHAPTER Xx. | 
| -S$PpoTTEb. big 


‘Before retiring that night of the return from the 
funeral, Buffalo Bill asked Death Hand how he felt about 
returning to his people. 

He knew that the Indian was anxious to go, and, what — 


was more, he intended to. accompany him quite a dis- 


tance tipon his trail. 

The chief’s face showed his pleasure at being able to 
He was wholly well, and could go back and 
show his people that he still lived. He would have to 
tell them how his braves had perished, but that would 
add new lustre to his fame, that he should escape. 

ln truth, he had much, very much, to tell his pedple. 
He had met the man he had regarded as his worst fov, 
and found him to be his. best friend. 
treated as a brother by thé palefaces. 
say upon his return. 

Having decided to start, Buffalo Bill said: | 

“You see, Sule, I still believe that there are men here 2 
who mean mischief to the chief. " i 

“So do I,” 

“They would not do it openly, “but they would kill him 
if they got a chance.” 

“T am sure of it.” 
“If he attempted to leave the camp alone he would - 


All this he coidd.: 


be shot, and no one would know who did the deed.” 


“That is so,” | 
“Now, I will go on with. him to where he strikes wp 


into the mountains, and he can get along all right from 


there, while it will not be bad goitig for me to go where . 

my crippled crew are encamped." " 

(td BES,” | 
“I will ¢arry them sore more supplies ftom your 


He had been 









‘to e, and I will tell them that I have discovered ten of 


yhere to put my hand upon ten more.’ 
“You are suire of these ten men?” 
2 es sure.’ 
“It was quick work.” 
_ “I keep my eyes open, Sule, and have spotted these 
‘men, beyond a doubt!” | 3 
. “And I can. spot the other six.” 
_ “You must do more, Sule.” 
: “How?” 
“You don’t know the men ] have spotted?” 
B.“No. + 
i “Then spot the sixteen, so there can be no mistake.” 
2 ‘Yes, in one way and another I can find them out, 
never fear, each and all of them.” 
“Do so. Jot down their names and have them so you 
an point them out to me at a moment’s notice. 
“You see I take more supplies to my crippled crew 
1 , because I do not wish to make another midwinter 































wh am sure it will break early, 
i it caer so long ahead of time, I will go from the 
with Surgeon Powell, catry horses for the outfit, 
atid come here.” | 

- “To Yellow. Dust ?” 

ie Yes, + ‘ 

“You and Surgeon Powell ?” 

Be “All of us.” 

“Not the crippled outfit, also : 
Pi “Yes, all. ” 

» “Bill, you will-be taking big chances, 

_ “I think not. I shall arrive by night, come direct to 
\ 


fort 


Ey 


the doctor and myself each man you have ‘spotted. 8 
Dee SOG S 


nounce the outrage, demanding the surrender of the 
suilty; or there will be quick work with revolvers, and 
> one to surrender.” 

9 wrong.” 

e “That is my present plan, Sule. I may charige it after 
ward. Now, I'll tell you what I want for the Blue Belts, 
and you can fit the chief out with a comple of = horses 
and charge it to me.’ | 


qe 


as camps will pay for it, not you,” was the reply, 


ch it. a long time, with rite and tobacco, a fine sad- 


_The two Bick horses were well laden, and : a. third: ani- 
mal was given the chiet, who was also to take his own | 
ey along, 

Two horses were likewise well laden fot Buffalo Bill, 
ce nd it was decided. to start just before dawn, so as to eet 
clear of the cabins before the men turned out. 

eA “good night’s rest and the start was made, the 
weather being terribly cold; but, wrapped up as they 


oe: 


vi re, neither the scout nor the Indian chief felt it, 
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‘their foes—in fact, can account for eleven, and know. 


_after a couple of miles, the 


I desire to rs them all they need, and 


you here, keep the Blue Belts hidden, and you can show. 


Wty 
yt will compare notes, get the people together, and de- 


Go ahead your own way, Cody, Sie you don’t ditties: 


and Sule Ross put down the list as Buftalo Bill called: 


FS Pate gaveto the cuit a rifle and pair of revolvers, 
“clothes, blankets, and provisions in plenty to last him and | 
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A. farewell to Sule Ross, and they were off, the snow 
singing under the hoofs of their horses, and all Yellow: 
Dust City asleep. 


CHAPTER XXI. 
SUSPICIOUS TRACKS. 


Buffalo Bill led the way, leading his two ‘pack horses. 

The Indian chief followed, with his two packs and pony 
in lead. 

The Golden Arms was passed, the colonel’s adibiin and 
a large group of cabins. There were signs of life in but 
ew. 

On they went, the cabins eons less frequent, unitil, 

st one was left behind. 

The trail was the same that Buffalo Bill had led the 
band of twenty-seven into Yellow Dust by. 

The gray of dawn was upon them, however, before. 
they reached the last cabin, and Buffalo Bill’s keen. gaze 
was upon the trail. , 

He saw that it had been broken just herdad the last 
cabin ! 

‘There were the tracks of horses, three in smeeaiia he 
saw after inspection. fs | | 

The scout at once said: 

“This is suspicious, chief.” 

“Trail?” | 

“Yes, new trail.” — 

“Three pony; go our trail; mean ‘bad! By 

“You are reading well, chief : they do mean bad: 


_ There is nothing to call men on this trail out of Yellow 


Dust City in this weather.” 

The chief nodded. 

“These tracks are only an hour or so old. 

“There are three horses, and Scalplock Sam had three 
pards left. They evidently saw Sule Ross making up 
the packs last night i in his store, surmised that. you were 
to start this..morning, concluded that you would so, be- 
fore day, so went out to meet you.’ 

_ The chief again nodded. 

“A mile from here over that ridge i is the very place for | 
an ambush. The trail winds around a cedar thicket, in 
the edge of which is a group of  eaGET and there they 
are, 

_ “Good piace 

“Oh, yes, for them, and for us, for we can strike 
through this canyon, eet in the rear of the thicket, leave. 
our horses, and come up behind the three men.” : 

“Heap so, Big Chief.” 

With this the scout turned off the trail teaaing over 
the ridge, rode through a canyon that cut it in twain, and 
then toward a pine thicket. 

Here the horses were left, and on foot the scout and 
the Indian went through the thicket until near its edge. 

There were the bowlders, as Buffalo Bill had said, . 


and a voice suddenly called out: 


“Git out, Tom, and see if yer'see ‘em coming, Ser Til 
bet big money ther scout*is with ther red.” 

“If he do be?” 

“Plug him, too, for we kin git back atoie Yellow 
Dust is a stirrin’, and the — will ica short wee : 


- of tive bodies.” 


/ 
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The man Tom walked out to the Ase of the pines 
and called back : 

“I don’t see ’em yit.” 

“Hands up, there!” 

There were yells of fright, shots, and, as Buffalo Bill 
sprang down from a rock, he confronted the man who 
had gone into the trail and who was too dazed to know 
what to do. 

“Surrender, or you go under!” 

Up went his hands, and he cried: 

'“Don’t shoot, pard, for we hain’t road agents, but jist. 
hunters.” 


“Yes, hunting that Indian chief’s life and mine. Come, 


you have got to take the news back to Yellow Dust that 


you made a failure in your assassin act.” 

With this the scout disarmed the man and led him 
into the thicket. 

‘The fellow turned more deathly pale and shuddered as 
he saw his two comrades. Both were dead; near them 
stood the Indian chief. 

His wistful gaze was “upon their heads, and he was 
raising their scalplocks, in his mind. 

“Bring their horses here, chief,” ordered the scout. 

The three horses were brought from back in the thicket. 

“Mount, sir!” 

The man obeyed. 

Instantly he was bound securely to his saddle, and 
his hands tied behind his. back. 

Buffalo Bill then drew off his heavy gloves, and, fish- 
ing a pencil and slip of paper out of his pocket, he wrote: 
eT; . 

“COLONEL Camp, 
“Golden Arms. 

“T send you a prisoner and two dead men. 

“They will be readily recognized as the pards of the 
late Scalplock Sam. 

“They discovered that I was to leave this morning with 
the Indian, so went out ahead to ambush us, and I heard 
from their own lips that they mikendag to kill us both. 

“We thwarted them. | \ 

“Sincerely yours, - 
“Wittiam F. Copy, 
“Buffalo Bill, 
_ “Chief of Army Scouts. e 


This was pinned upon the breast of the prisoner; then 
the bodies of the two dead men were strapped upon thicir 


ay the three animals were then tied together with: 


2 lariat, and, taken into the trail, were started back to 
Yellow Dust. 
They seemed anxious to get there, which was more 


than the bound prisoner was, for he had dim forebodings 


that the Secret Vigilantes might wish to interview him. 

“Just a half hour’s delay, chief; but we'll push along 
rapidly now and warm up ourselves and our horses,”’ said 
Buffalo Bill, and, mounting, they set off at-a gallop, for 
it was open traveling then for miles. 





CHAPTER XXII. 
QUICK RETRIBUTION. 


The man whose face was turned toward Yellow Dust 
City, and who had not the power to check his horse, or. 
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remove the placard Buffalo Bill had placed upon his 
breast, was truly in a dangerous predicament. 

If he happened to first meet a friend he might escape 
dire vengeance; but the chances were that he would first. 
come upon those who were not his friends; he was pretty 
sure to ride against a member of the Secret V igilantes. - 

His two dead pards, strapped over their saddles, were 
an appalling reminder of what might be in store for 
him. 

On he went. The first cabin was passed. At the next 
some men gazed curiously at- him, but he was undis- 
turbed. 

The horses kept direct on the trail, and the trail led 
up to the center of the camps. 

Could he not halt them? Could he not turn them off 
at the trail leading to his own cabin ? 

Had he done so he would have found cold comfort 
there. . 

The body of Scalplock Sam aad that of his dead com- 
rade were there, and no watcher stood guard over the 
dead, for the three had gone to kill the Indian chief. 

Nearing the turn-off the bound rider tried by word 
and movement to induce the horses to go that way. 

As it was their home, they might have done so, but. 
a group of miners came along the trail going to their 
work. They struck into the main trail before the three 
horses reached the one their rider wished them to take. 

With amazement they gazed upon the coming horses, 
tried to head them off, and, in doing so, started them. 
into a run. 

The scared animals dashed by them and kept straight. 
on up to the center of the camps. 

The miners followed on the run. 
their cabins and joined in the chase. \ 

At last, the horses halted at the cabin of Sule Ross. 
He caught them, glanced at the placard, and said: 

“Biter bitten, eh? I'll take you to the colonel.” 

He led the strange outfit to the Golden Arms, and 
the trail was now full of miners who had followed the 
grim cavalcade. 

“Ho, Ross, what have you there?” 

It was the Sport from Shasta who asked the question, 
and being up so early, it appeared as though he had not 
been to bed. 

“This man has a letter for Colonel Camp,” 
Sule Ross. 

“Tt doubtless contains interesting news. 
the sport announced. 


The colonel came out of the Golden Arms as the store- 
keeper arrived, leading the horses. 

“A letter for you, colonel.” 

“Where is it, Ross re 

“That man has it.” 

“Give it to me, my man—why, bless my soul, he is” 
hound, and—why, those men are dead.” 


“Yes, the horses brought them to my cabin, and I saw 
that the letter was to you, so led them over.’ 

“Tt is one of Scalplock Sam’s men!” 

“The whole three are. I guess the qantas has but 
one representative now, colonel.” 

The colonel pulled the paper from the breast of the 
man, who was as pale as a corpse. 

He read it, then said: 


Others came out: of 


answered 


T’ll join you,” 
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tater to- shia,’ iny friends.” ’ “4 
Over a hundréd men were about the tavern—ail im- 
patient to know the meariing of what they saw before 
then, to know what story that paper told. 
In a loud, distinct voice the colonel read the lines 
written to him by Buffalo Bill, and a loud murmur ran 
through the crowd. 
This is a case for the Secret Migilantes, colonel. i; 
“1 think so, Sam.” | 
“No need of a trial.” 
“None.” 
Buffalo Bill’ s letter conderins him and sentences him.” 
“Certainly. 
“Let us hang him. then, and: the Shasta Sport spoke 
in a, matter-of-fact way that was terrible to. the poor 
wretch. 
“T hardly think Buffalo Bill ovate have wished his let- 
ter thus construed,” said Sule Ross. 
“He tells the story of this man’s guilt.” 

“Very true, but did not suggest” wie) him.” 

“Not being here himself, his letter stands as a wit- 
ness against this intended murderer, and 1 say hang him.” 
5 “He certainly is guilty,” assumed the colonel. 

_ “I do not deny that, but he is the last of his gang, and 
80 let him go at that,” urged Sule’ Ross. 

“Men, do you not say this man. should hang, that 
Yellow Dust City would be the better off for it, and it 
serve as an example and warning that we will not tolerate 
lawlessness and murder here?”’ , 
_ Sunflower Sam thus appealed to the crowd. 
_ There answered him a. roar of affirmatives. 
_ “What if he had killed that Indian chief? . 








? 




















Why, we 


10 avenge him. 
“What if he had killed Buffalo Bill, the grest. | army 
scout ? Why, we-would. have. a. military hit planted 
meht here ! Ror 

“len, this man must hang !" 
é ‘This 
Shasta Sport raised yells at once to hang him. 
 “Hanevhini!” ge 5 a is 
SBerdeservescit e820 Sh TB EN a Bie ge 
F ii will be a good eave RES 


iellow wanted to kill him,” 


voice now, save the victim’s 
. He cried . loudly. for merey, and | begged for his: life, 
ly for a few days. 3 
The crowd was deaf to entreaty;: and, bio aigtily in- 
furiated now, they dragged him from his horse, and ten 
minutes after he was swinging in midair, having been 
drawn up by many willing hands over the limb.of a 
‘tree that had served time and again before fora gallows, | 
and had the names of the hanged ones cut into the bark 
of the trunk... | 
: ane Sealplock Sari gang had been wiped out ‘ 


ea CHAPTER XXII. 
; chy 0) ieee IDED TRAILS. | 


Buffalo Bill rode on baniai> shies Raving: the ‘seeite 
. the ambush. 


would have had in the spring thousands of warriors here ; 


seenied the opinion -of all, and the: ‘words 6 the. 


“Buffalo Bill. treated him white last night, and then that | 


These were the cries, and there. was not a dissenting 
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His face was stern set, his eyes burning, for the. sceries 
he had been forced into during the past twelve hours cut 
him to the quick. It was a terrible thing to take human 
life, even in self-defense. — 

After a brisk canter of eine miles over thee plain,’ 
which the winds had swept of the snow, he drew rein and 
went at a low pace. 

He did not care to overtax the horses. ‘He Leieie that 
it was a good two days’ ride to the Indian village, and 
equally that far to the camp of his Crippled” Crew. 

He had in his mind a place where he could camp for’ 
the night, where man and beast could find ey good 
shelter from the cold. 

Then he and the chief would go Separate ways, and: 
each would strive to reach his destination before another 
night, 

‘In spite of his confidence inthe Indian, he did not: care 
to let him know just where he was going. 

By the trail he was then following he could, by a 
wide flank movement, go to the fort; and so he let the 
chief believe that he was going there, but to ae up 
some of his scouts on the way. 

It would not do to let the Indian know that there ‘was 
a band of crippled palefaces not seventy-five mee from 
their village, 

Though the chief might be square, there were young 
bucks in his tribe who. would very quickly go hunting 
for the scalps of the en men, in spite of the severe. 
wititer, 

As they rode together that day the scout did ai; in his. 
power to let the chief know that the palefaces were as 
numerous as the leaves of the trees, that their villages 
were scattered over thousands of miles, and that it would — 
be best for him and his’ people to bury: the hatchet and 
live in peacé with them. : 

Did they not do so it would -be a Sentinal etake: 
and many of his braves would be killed, his villages de- 
stroyed, and they. would be driven: further and corther ; 
from their hunting grounds. | 

The chief listened as one who. seiiticed that the abput 
told the truth and spoke for his good. 

At last he ‘said+. 

“Mé think heap, talk -Httle. Me no forget. Great. 
White Chief talks with straight tongue. Death Hand 
his brother; and he brother of Death Hand.” 

-The scout was pleased with this: much concession Siig 
the powerful leader of a big tribe, - It. meant a great deal: 

The ride all: day was a bitter cold one, and both horses - 
and riders felt it; but toward sunset the scout turned into: 
one of those sheltered, cedar-clad valleys, so frequently 
found in the wilds of the West, as though Nature’ had 
placed them there for suffering humanity, | 


‘There was.a stream there, though it was frozen solid, 
anda sheltered camping: -place’ for. men Bnd horses: among 
some bowlders. — 


The pack saddles, rubber blanlicts. and sbitie iar 
houghs Buffalo Bill cut made a retreat for the two men, 
and pine straw was piled up among the rocks for the 
horses, which were also securely. blanketed. 


A large fire was built; the scout was the cook, and, 
having killed a fine deer before camping, he had a supper. 
that was most acceptable, after the long, hard ride of over 
fifty miles. 
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- Smoking their pipes after supper, the two comrades, 
so strangely brought together, wrapped themselves in 
their blankets,.and were soon fast asleep. 

The sun was rising when they awoke, and a good 
breakfast followed, with another good feed of grain 
for the horses. 

Then it was mount and away, and after several miles 
the scout halted. 

Pointing down the valley, he said: 

“T go this way, chief. You keep this mountain “trail 
to your village.” 

“Me know.” / 

“You will get there by night, I guess, and your people 
will be glad to see you.” 

, “Heap glad.” 

“You can tell them that the palefaces are their fr iends, 
if ‘they will let them be, and to think of them so, and 
not let a few bad white men turn them against us. 

“We have been foes, chief, for I have followed your 
trail, and you have followed mine; but we are friends 
now, brothers. Good-by! Y? 

The bronze-like face of the Indian became mobile; 
its hardness softened; its stern features revealed the 
heart away back under the broad breast, and, grasp- 
ing the hand of Buffalo Bill, as though unable to utter 
a word, he rode away in silence. 

For some time the scout watched him, yet he never. 
looked back, but steadily plodded on ‘his trail, leading 
z two pack horses and the pony after him in single 
file. ) 





‘CHAPTER XXIV. 
THE ARRIVAL. 


f 


“Buffalo Bill watched the Chief Death Hand until he | 


was out of sight, and then mused: 


“Well, he has been an uncompromising foe of the | 


whites, but has: always fought us hard and asked no’ 
mercy, shown none. 

“But now he has seen that the whites are his friends, 
if hé will allow them to be, and after his treatment in, 
Yellow Dust City, he will change his views. 

“IT am hoping for this to lay the foundation of peace 
with-the mountain tribes, and if it does not I will be 
greatly mistaken and disappointed as well. | | 

‘Now to push on to the camp of my Crippled Crew, 
for I do not care to be caught, out to-night without shel- 
ter. aN 


“Come, horses, it is a ahd ride, but good quarters: 


and a long rest when you get there.” / 


So saying, the scout pressed on ne Way at a pace Hie 


knew the horses could hold: 
He had never been over that part of the esate be- 


fore, but ‘his great experience prevented him from’ Feel 


ing any uneasiness as to his ability to find his way. 
His horses were beginning to feel the strain, for he 

did: not halt’ at noon, fearing the cold would’ stiffen the 

animals, when he came upon a landmark he knew. 


It was the spot where he came upon the trail of the y 


crippled fugitives. 
The sun was then nearing the horizon, and the wind . 
was rising, betokening another storm, So -he ‘was ‘glad 


\ 


\ 4 


‘tain. rift. 
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to feel that in half an hour he would Teach the camp] 
of the maimed mén. f 

Soon after the canyon came into ° view, and there, curl- 
ing up along the side of the cliff, he saw the smoke from 
the cabin. 

The Crippled Crew were yet alive; and more, they were 
cooking their supper, for the odors of broiling bacon: 
came to him on the wind blowing down the deep moun-_ 





Next the cabin came in sight, and he saw a man, with 
one wooden leg; swinging an ax in a very good way for 
one who had been so maimed only a few weeks before. ! 

‘Ho, Captain Boyd, that is doing well for a cripple!” 

/ The woodcutter dropped his ax, hopped to a tree, 
ien leaned his rifle, and turned quickly. 3 : 
“Why, Mr. Cody! You startled me, I can tell you, 

“Ho, men, Buffalo Bill is here!” , 

His voice rang out, and the men hastened out of the ) 
cabin. | 

They came with a cheer, too, and crowded around the 
scout, greeting him as their preserver and best friend. | 

“I brought you some more supplies, sooner than I ex- 
pected, and as I came along I killed two deer. How are 
you all?” ae 

“All alive, sir, and doing splendidly. Those who lost 
a foot are using home-made wooden legs, and those who » 
lost a hand are doing the hunting and moving about See | 
for the outfit. : 


| 


“But Surgeon Powel’ is not with you, sir?” 

“No, I left him at the fort, and guided General Eaten ° 
over to Yellow Dust City, so I came from. there.” ) 

“Any news there, Mr. Cody?” | 

“Yes, Boyd, considerable. We will talk it over to- 
nicht, for there are men there who are most anxious ‘as 
to” your faté.” 


“You did not tell them, sir?” asked Bert Boyd, ‘with: 
a tone and look of anxiety. | 


“Not a.word. eney think you a must have perished . 
in the storms. : - 


“You see, as-a band, they chest it swelled be well to 
hit, the Blue Belts first and hard, and so vee were the 
sufferers. - 


“But thts did not accomplish all they expected, as 
other lawless acts have followed.” 

“Yes, they did not get the right ones,” Said noes bit. 
terly. 


“Not teapethier: There are a few of the lawless tod 
ment still left in Yellow Dust City as I can vouch for, 
though there has been another thinning out, let me > tel i 
you, of ‘five.in one lot, then five 1 in another.” eee 

“Who were they, sir?” Age a 

“The first five were Chin-Chin Jim and fou men, three ; 
of whom were killed and two are prisoners. at the forts 

“They are guilty, as I know.” ‘| 

“Then Scalplock Sam and his four comrades. came 


next.” 


“Good! ° They were a hard quintette and richly dee 
served hanging.” . 


“T will tell you about it icniehes for now I wish. to. 
look after my well-nigh used up horses, and get these 
supplies. indoors, for it seems I have brought a storm | 
with me,” and Buffalo Bill pointed to the darkening skies. — 
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bested. in. the comfortable cabin of the Crippled Crew, 
smoking his pipe after a very hearty supper, Buffalo Bill 

listened. to the howling winds and driving sleet without, 
and congratulated himself upon having reached such 
good quarters ahead of the storm. 


He also wondered if the Indian chief had reached 
his village ahead of the storm, though he felt no anxiety 
regarding him, as he knew it would not be severe enough 
to check him onthe way when he was so near his people. 


The Crippled Crew were as pleased as a lot of school- 
boys at the arrival of the scout, and listened to his story 
of his adventures since he left with the greatest of inter- 
; “There is one consolation, at least, for us, Mr. Cody.” 

» “What is it, Boyd?” 

“Why, if it had not been for our misfortunes, you 
would not have found General Easton and his party, and 
consequently they would have perished in that blizzard.” 
“That is true, and a cheerful way of looking at it, too. 


Dust City and give you all another grain of comfort, too, 
for had it not been for your exile and sufferings I would 
not have found Death Hand, the Indian chief, dving in 
the snow,’saved his life, and, I hope, laid the foundation 
t thereby for a peace between his tribe and the whites, 


_ “He came with me part of the way upon my journey 
there, and returns to his people with a strange story to 
tell of the palefaces who were his foes.” 
_ “T hope, sir, he does not know‘ we are here.” 
“No, indeed ! os 

“You see, we have suffered so much and are not yet 
iccustomed to being Rupes, so it makes us timid,” 
soyd explained. | 
_ do not wonder at it in the least.” 


low Dust City, the men all most attentive, and now 
and then making: creel and asking eee 


a. oe 
a 


No, T shall go to ‘the fort fbi here.” 
“And when will you return -here, sir?” 
i oy will leave when the weather permits, 
fort until I can get a chance to return here between 
storms, and Surgeon Powell will accompany me, 


: “We will also bring horses needed, and come prepared 


/ proving so rapidly, there is any reed of your remaining 
here all the winter. 


__ The fact is, I will need you, Boyd: and I feel that I 
an guide you away between the storms.” 


“Where do you wish us to go, sir?” 
“To Yellow Dust City.” 


yay, and then Boyd asked: 
“We will be under your protection, sir 3 ” 
“Yes, and Surgeon Powell’s.” sd 


s will go, sir. 


‘ ‘ 
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“But now let me tell you of the happenings at Yellow 


Then Buffalo, Bill went over all the ees at Yel 


‘remain at the 


to take you away, for I do not think, now you are all im-. 


The: Crippled Crew faked: at weit! other in a strange | 


rot. will also be under. the pr otection of iStarelonenes i 
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Sule Ross, Colonel Camp, and others whom you can trust 
wholly. - 

“In fact, the lawlessness that has disgraced. Yellow 
Dust. City for so long I am determined shall cease, .and — 
there will soon be a wipe-out there of the evil element 
that will long be remembered, and more, it will, be a 
warning to other law breakers. to keep under cover or 
leave.” 

“You have ae some ‘important discoveries, then, Mr. 
Cody ?” 

Veg: I fave: fourftl. out that a band is there: in com- 
parison to which yours was 1 Le in the desperado 
line. . 

“T knew that the twenty-seven. NG. pursued you to 
your cruel fate were banded together secretly, and have 
done untold mischief. 


“Whether there are more belonging to hint: outfit I 
have not yet discovered, but there is one who is doing 
detective work for me there, and he will find out. He 
will spot every law breaker in Yéllow Dust.” | 

“Do you mind saying who he is, sir?” 

“It is Sule Ross.” 

“The very man for the work, sir.’ 

“You see, I can now account os two-thirds of your 
torturers.” 


“Indeed, sir? 
work, sir.” ? 


“I have had good help, and circumstances have aided 
me.” 


“Was not Scalplock Sam and his gang a part of the 
band who pursued us?” 


“They were not. Scalplock Sam had only his four 
followers, and they acted separately from all others.” 


“I did not know this for certain, but suspected it; still, 
we had an idea that Scalplock was the leader of the 
twenty-seven.” 


‘He was not. It was told me by the two prisoners who 
have gone with Captain Adams to the fort, that Chin- 
Chin Jim was the leader.” 

“No! no! that can’t be so.” | 

“T know that, for he was an = ice different style of 
man; but I will ferret him out all right, that leader.” 

“T hope so, sir.” _ 

“Of the twenty-seven, I can account for Chin- Chin 
Jim and his four, for they were along, and ane two who 
died on the trail reruns to Gold Dust.” | 

“Seven. ? 

“Ves, and two men died after fgtiue Gold Dust, 
and two lost a limb each.” 

“Eleven. The two last got some of the medicine they s 
gave usy’ -.- 

“Yes, so are gcesant from punishment, in my opinion.” i 

“All goes-as you wish, sir.” - 

“That left sixteen, and out of that. number I cant 
positively spot eight.” a Reet yo 

“Good !” 


You certainly have been doing good 


“And the remaining eight Sille Ross will dinten:: as: 
also any other black sheep deserving of a Rae: cravat, » by | 
the time we reach Yellow Dust.” — : 

“We are subject to your orders, Mr. Coc: 

“But now, sir, L wish to tell you ee secret I hinted a 
when you. were here before.” ae 


> 7 xe 
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CHAPTER -XXVI. 
THE CRIPPLED CREW’S SECRET. 


What it could be that Bert Boyd was so anxious to 
emake known to him Buffalo Bill could not guess. 

He saw that the leader and his men certainly Jhad 
-something which they: deemed of great Renate, to 
communicate. 

“See here, Boyd, let me say this to you, that if you 
are going to tell me anything to incriminate yourselves, 
don't do so. You have suffered ‘fhost terribly, be your 
crimes what they may, and. that, in my mind, atones for 
Ww hat you have done. 

“Others «will. doubtless think as-1-do, and all I semale 
si you is te go your way in future on a different trail 
from the one you.set out to followin Yellow Dust City. 

“For this. reason:I take you back.to Yellow Dust, in- 
stead of to the fort, where. [ fear a certain influence 
might be brought to bear to try you, without taking 
into consideration what you have already suffered. » . 

“Don't tell me,. therefore, anything to mitigate against 
yourselves.” 

The men looked at each ‘other. and smiled, hes Bert 
Boyd rephed: 

“Vou don’t mind if we say a word in our favor, Mr. 
Cody, that may make you think less hard. ot us?” 

“No, indeed !” | 
Tener Then, sir, I wish to tell you that we have been playing 
an underhand game 'in- Yellow Dust.” | 
47 have heard of your being card sharps and worse.’ 

“Tt is not that. .We are, in a measure, card sharps,. for 
each one of us was a skilled hand ‘with the pasteboards ; 
but, sir, we were not professionals—we never cheated a 
man at a game in our lives, or, if one of us did so, I 
have yet to know of it.” : 

Buffalo Bill looked ‘surprised, ‘but said nothing, and 
Bovd continued : 
~~ ®¥ou see, we: appeared what we were’ not. “We went 
‘to Yellow Dust and invested in a mine. We ig for 
little profit from it; and yet we struck it rich.” = 

“Indeed? Rich in what respect?” - | 

Why, finding the mine was paying well, we Hid our 
‘gold as we dug it, except what we sent East, and what 
“we lived on>- ~ 
_. “This output we ‘did not let the men 1 of Yellow Dust 
“know about. We went about life there in our own way, 
‘did hot’ mingle much individually with the people, but 
were always around. 

“We played cards 6 a purpose, yet were almost. in- 
“variably successful: 

“We kept together Memes we did not care for trouble, 
and so were too strong for any few desperadoes to pick 
a quarrel with, or jump upon, except in several cases, 
and then we came out on top.” 
~ “T have heard. that your band was- “melee or- 
ganized, and more—that, vou were a very dangerous Jot.” 

_ Boyd smiled and replied : 

“Far more dangerous, ‘sir, tbat: any man im Yellow 
‘Dust City for 4 moment imagined.” | 

“They seemed to have sized you up very Wel, Boyd.” 

“No, sir, not in the slightest’ disrie. Why; Mr. Cody, 
swith all your cleverness, you do not know us as we really 
are.” 7 

Buffalo Bill shook his head doubttuly, as he returned ; 
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“and was made there: - 


put it mildly. 
_as well as all wot the dw ellers in Y ellow Dust Citys: was 
‘simply amazing, © 


j 
to be foierated evel ieee. ny TADS ale a Ta 4 
| | | 
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-“T saw nothing at you as a band in Yellow Wass ie 
but Sule’ Ross did, and I have great faith in him.” 
wy hat does he say, sir?” | 

“That you were card sharps, held datinneeretia sway + 
but were not, in his opinion, as bad as some believed.” 

os thank hin for that much, at least, sir. thr 

“But we deceived even him, as we have done all otters om 
Now, to ask you a question, Mr. Cody. Do you recal 
the great Phenix Bank robbery of several years ago: £ 

“Yes, I have heard of it.” 

“The robbers got away with a very large sum in bank 

notes.” f 
“Yes, and killed the cashier, did they not?” 

“Yes, sir, and the watchman, as well as a policeman 
and detective who tried to capture them. Yet the rob- 
bers got away, and all, trace of them was lost.” | 

“There were five, if | remember rightly.” | 
“Ves, five of them, and the bank, the city, the police, 


and the detective force ail offered rewards for the capture 
of those men—in all a sum amounting to fifty thousand — 
_ dollars. 


A fund was also raised to defray the expenses | 
of any detectives who would track them down. 


“Ttwas accepted by the chief of a detective: bureat ine 


Texas, and he set to work to ferret out the trail of. those | 
robbers and murderers. 
“While doing so he discovered BS ics trail of crime, 


namely—that there was a large band of counterfeiters. 


at work, and ‘their fraudulent money was so well made, 


$0 skillfully put upon the. apubltc, that it was, doing the 


8oy ernment a great deal otf harm. —_” oe 
“Where these counterfeiters were was the question > A 





‘none could solve; but this chief of whom spoke felt: that ~ 
“he had a clew connecting the Phcenix Bank robbers: andy 


murderers with these very counterfeiters. He, in. fact, 


struck a double trail, and determined to follow it. to the 


enc. 3 


~ “At fast the: trail’ grew. warmer, and) count. that 
he was right on the: scent, he got his. best: men ‘eget é 


and led them’ upon it. 9. i 
“Mr. Cody, this chief discovered that: the ‘men. hes 


“sought, robbers; murderers, and counterfeiters were out” 
‘in the mining country. 


He knew that. the counterfeit 

money was distributed Gane Yellow Dust mining camps, ' 
‘So he went there with his: men and” % 
turned miners. Ke 


4 
is 


“Tamthat chief detective. and my cAnelad pards there } 


ibe all ae remain of our band of fhiteen. ie ets.” 


‘CHAPTER xxv et 
THE STORY TOLD. ) 


a Sav that ‘Buftate: Pill was ‘sensed would he to 
That these ferrets. had outgeneraled . ie 


Not a hint had been heard from any one that. they 
were other than they professed to be—miners of the | 


~rather rough and tough order. . a 4 


They had gone_ to “the mines to win the bold) game | 
they were playi ing, and so well'had they carried out their 


‘disguise that they had | actually been driven out of the — 


camps as desperadoes. as men too fawless in. eee acts 


$2 , eae 


—_ 
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Seeing that Buffalo Bill was wholly astonished, Boyd 
went on: 

“You see, Mr. Cody, we did not intend to be trapped 
in any way. We brought no sign or badge, paper, or 
anything to vouch for us; but you may have heard of 
Boyd Burton.” 
~ *Ves, I have, for I knew of him through an army 
fficer who got him to do some important detective work 
for him several years ago.’ 

“Well, | am Boyd Burton, ant I simply transferred 
ly name into Burt Boyd.” 3 
nsec. 


discovered just who the counterfeiters are.’ 

“That is good.” 

“And more; they are the very men we wanted to find 
as the robbers ‘and murderers in the Phcenix Bank affair.” 

“Better still!” 

“Now, there is one thing I stuspect—that some one 
of the gang recognized me, or, perhaps, one of my men, 
as being a detective, and for this reason we were spotted, 


and the charge put against us that we were desperadoes ~ 


and lawless.” 

“That may have been.” 

“Tt must have been, for you know we were accused 
of secret murder, of cheating at cards, of robbing the 
cabins ‘of miners while they were away, and of. holding 
up men who had money, when they would be going home 
at night.” 

“Yes, I heard all. that.” — 

“Now, of not one of those things has a single man 
f my band been cuilty, and I am very sure that I have 
ot:” 






















do you think?” 
_ “Why, to get us all hanged; that was their object; to 
wipe us out and so be rid of any danger that our presence 
in Yellow Dust City: might imply for them.” 
“You must be right, Boyd.” 
“Well, as they did not get us hanged, and the Secret 
Vigilantes simply exiled us, drove us out of the camps, 
it did not.stit those who sought our destructien.” 
“IT think I begin to see matters as they really are, 
aptain Boyd.” 
~“T hope so. We know, now, who they really are, and 
e ate convinced that those who drove us out did not 
ntend we should escape thus. They followed us, and, as 
you have seen, their intention was to destroy us.” 
“Tt was, indeed.” 
“Rxiled, if we really were detectives, we could return 
and lay hands. upon the men we had spotted. To render 
this impossible, we were maimed and turned loose to die, 
to starve, to freeze. 
“Vou saved us, or, at least, the remnant of otir force 
which you now see before you, eriough of tis yet to crush 
_our foes, as I pray we may. 


“When we were driven out, Sunflower Sam, the Shasta 
Sport, generously bought our mine, paying us a large 
_sum for it. Of course, we feel kindly toward him; but, 
all he paid to us we were robbed of, for you ‘know. our 
torturers robbed us of everything.” 
oa ves | know.” | 


_ “And you say you know all of the twenty-seven, or 


e 


“We were not idle while in Valior Dust City, for we - 


“You should know, and the purpose of this was what 
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your pard, Sule Ross will have all known by the time 


you return ?” 

“He certainly will.” 

“That is all we ask. We each have a wrong to avenge, 
and we will avenge it, through your kind aid. We will 
gladly return with you to Yellow Dust City. In two 
weeks more we will be well able to stand the ride.” 

“I am glad to hear you say this. I will go to the fort 
as soon as the weather permits, and then get Surgeon 
Frank Powell. With him I will return here between the 
storms, and then again, taking advantage of the weather, 
we all will go to Yellow Dust City. 

“I have already told Sule Ross that we would arrive 
by night and go direct to his cabin, where you all can 
hide until I spring the trap which I shall set-for the 
remainder of the twenty-seven. Then the people of Yel- 
low Dust shall know the whole truth about this persecu- 
tion of you and your men, and be informed of your true 
character.” 

Such was the plan adopted, and talking it all over with 
the Crippled Crew, each one approved it heartily. 





CHAPTER XXVIIL 
READY TO SPRING THE TRAP. 


Buffalo Bill remained three days in the camp of the 
miaimed detectives; the storm lasted for that time. 

Then he started for the fort, having with him a pack 
horse to provide for delays or accidents by the way. 

The third day at noon he reached the fort. | 

The sentinel reported his coming, and he had a recep- 
tion of which he might well feel proud. 

Captain Charlie Adams and his men had sedched the 
cabin stockade in the driving storm, as Buffalo Bill sup- 
posed they would. They had found shelter there for man 
and beast, had remained until the blizzard ended, then 
they had gone on to the fort, where Buffalo Bill had been 
given full praise for the saving of the coach. 

Colonel Lennox greeted him most cordially, and deal 
ing that he could then tell the secret -he had kept to him- 
self, he made known to his commander all about his 
Crippled Crew in the Death Valley Mountains, who they 
were, and just what had been their mission. 

~The colonel was astonished at what he heard, but said 
he would. leave it all to his chief of scouts to carry out 
in his own way; vet advised that it would be well to 
send Captain Adams and his troop:to Yellow Dust. 

“Tf it can be arranged, sir, so that he reaches there 

bout the time we do it would be a great help to us,” 
was Buffalo Bill’s opinion on that point. 

“Well, you can arrange that with Captain Adams, for 
I believe you would prefer him to go.’ 

“Ah, yes, sir; for he understands just what to do in 
the right moment and does it.” 

‘Then you see him,” said Colonel Lennox. 

That night Buffalo Bill had a long talk with Surgeon | 
Powell, and that officer was also greatly surprised at 
what the scout had to tell him. 

“Of course, [ am with you, Bill,” he said, “with you, 
if it leads to death!” 

The next dav it was a talk with Captain Charlie 
Adams, and he being also let into the secret, said: | 

“T shall take forty men with me, at least, “Cody, and 
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you can just tell me when to be there, and depend upon 
it we will be.” 

So it was arranged, and, after a week spent at the fort, 
Buffalo Bill and Surgeon Powell left one morning early 
just after a clearing up of the weather, and started on the 
trail to the camp of the exiled detectives. 
~ They carried with them extra horses, and made the ride 
by easy stages, stopping the first night at the stockade 
cabin. | 

The day after their departure Captain Charlie Adams 
aie forty men, not including a lieutenant, started for the 
stockade cabin, there to stop a couple of days, another 


two at the Cave Canyon, and then to push on to Yellow’ 


Dust City. 

Should the weather come on to storm, then it, was un- 
derstood. that the captain and his men would retreat to 
the stockade cabin, and the night of the second day after 
‘the clearing up they: would ride into Yellow Dust City, 
for Buffalo Bill had arranged to get there about that time. 

Buffalo Bill and Surgeon Powell made the camp of the 
Crippled Crew the second day after leaving the fort, ar- 
Atving at noon. 

They. were greeted with the greatest cordiality. 

_ Examining his patients, Surgeon Powell. found them 
all in good condition, and said that they were fully able to 
take the long ride. 

, But as the weather was threatening again, it was de- 
‘cided to remain in camp until it clear ed again before start- 
ing. 

This. was accordingly “done, 
cleared the start was made. 

The men had become accustomed to the loss of their 
limbs and got along better than the scout had anticipated 
they would. 

It. was midnight of the third day that aus 
sight of the lights of Yellow Dust City. 

Without attracting the attention of any one; in fact, not 
being seen by any one, they rode into ‘the yard of Sule 
Ross, and Buffalo Bill, having ridden on ahead, had pre- 
pared for their welcome. 

Their horses were soon. put.away, and they had cefm- 
fortable quarters in the house of the storekeeper. 

“A troop of cavalry arrived at the Golden Arms not 
half an hour ago,’ ’ announced Sule Ross. 

“That is all Tight, Ross; it is part of the programme. 
Now tell me what else you know.” , | 

“Every man of that band, Bill. Vl go up to the 
colonel’s to-night and have him call the people to a meet- 
ing at noon, and then you can strike your blow,” was the 
answer. sae a 


and when the weather 


came in 


CHAPTER XXIX. 
BUFFALO BILL CONFRONTS THE KINGPIN SCOUNDREL. 


Buffalo Bill appeared in Yellow Dust City the next 
‘morning-to the surprise of the miners going to their work, 
-for, after his departure with the Indian chief, many feared 
Ee he had been lost in the blizzards. 


‘The coach of Bob White had made a run back again to. 


‘Yellow Dust City, bringing several officers on their way 


to the fort, and the driver himself had undertaken to. 
guide them through, taking advantage between storms to 


do so. 


patches that Buffalo Bill had intended to take. 


‘out of Yellow Dust City, and the poor soldiers had beet 


.. made, by whom, where, or who it was he did not say, but 


‘knowing what kind of a place Yellow Dust City was. 
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They had gotten through there by hard riding, and 1 
the same way Bob White, had returned, accompanied by 
several men whose terms of enlistment had expired. 

As the driver had himself gone, it was thought at Yel 
low Dust City that he was ‘carrying the general's dis 


Upon the return from the fort Bob White and the me 
with him had been held up by several masked men righ 


robbed of all their pay, which was considerable. 
They were still in Yellow Dust, awaiting to get away 
and not knowing just what to do. | 
Where Buffalo Billi had gone with the Indian chief, th 
people of Gold Dust could rot imagine, for Bob W hit 
had reported the scout as not having returned to the fort! 
Yet here he was in Yellow Dust. again, coming alone, 
it was supposed, while at the. same time Captain Adams 
and his troop had arrived. It was thought. the troop 
was to convoy some one to the fort expected ‘on th 
coach when Bob White should next bring it through. 
That night at the saloon the colonel had given th 
crowd to understand that an important capture “had beer 


it was intended to let it be known that day at noon. 

Then the fate of the captured, whoever it might be. 
would be settled, and the crowd were all told to be or 
hand. 

Before the hour, however, Buffalo Bill left the cabin © 
Sule Ross to go up to the Golden Arms. - 

The day was a.complete change from what the wieath 
had been of late, having come of almost warm, and t 
sun was shining brightly. 

Great coats were thrown aside, and the men, not cat 
ing to go to work, to give. it up and be on hand at noo’ 
were lolling about the saloons, the store; and the Golder 
Arms. 

Captain Adams had not yet asphalt and. his men 
were keeping close about the tavern or the stables. 

As he reached the Golden Arms, Buffalo Bill sdw the 
Shasta Sport approaching him. | | 

Buffalo Bill did not have his overcoat on, merely ~ 
jacket, and if he was armed the weapons were well con 
cealed, but that he was ‘armed might well be surmisec 


The Sport from Shasta, always fond of dress, was no 
rigged up in his best, having on a new silk shirt, the fro: 
of which was embroidered with three of the big filigr 
sunflowers—his. distinguishing emblem. 

He carried a revolver on one side in front, another 6n— 


his hip. as was his wont, and wore about his neck a charm 


which never was wanting when he appeared in public. 

It was an opal set in gold and swung about his neck by : 
a chain. In truth, it was a woman’s necklace. a 

Seeing Buffalo Bull, he halted, turned toward him, and) 
called out: e Ys 

“T am glad to see you back, Mr.. Cady: and, from what 
the colonel tells me, I guess you brought in last night 
some material for the Secret Vigilantes to-day.” 

. The Sport extended his hand, and Buffalo Bill grasped - 
it with a grip that meant ° “business, ” for Sunflower Sam, 


strong as. he was, winced. 


Holding the hand in this clutch, the scout eet 
“Sunflower Sam, I arrest you as the chief of the worst 
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gang. of cutthroats that ever disgraced even a mining 
“camp.” 

Still grasping the hand of the now white-faced Sam, 
with his right hand, Buffalo Bill- clutched in his left a 
small derringer pistol, a most terrible weapon at close 
quarters, the muzzle pointed. toward the sport. 

Though he had turned deadly pale, the man from Shasta 
remained outwardly calm. He could not release his hand 


from the steel-like ‘Rrasp.. He dared not make a move 
with his disengaged hand to draw his revolver. 


The crowd had seen and heard whay was said by Buf- 
falo Bill, and were gathering fast about, them, though 


net a man had been very near when they first met. 
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_ Among those appearing were the colonel, Carl Waring 

and Sule Ross. 

As Ross came up. Buffalo Bill gave the order: 

“Put the steels upon him, Ross!’ 

Instantly the storekeeper. obeyed, and the Sunflower 
Sport was manacled and disarmed at the same tin e. 


“See here, Cody, a joke can be carried too far,’ pro- 
tested the sport. 
“This is no joke, Shasta, as you well realize. The law 


| has got you fast at last.” 


— “Colonel, what does this outrage mean : >” demanded the 
sport, scrutinizing the crowd. | 
Buffalo Bill looked tow ard Sule Ross, who said in a 
low tone: 
“All here, chief!” 
The scout saw that about half the population of Yellow 
Dust City were there, and the other half were coming as 
cae as they could make their way. 





CHAPTER XXX. 
THE EVIL SPIRIT OF IT ALL. 


As the crowd gathered out of the Golden Arms came 
- Captain Charlie Adams, and his men immediately began 
to form around the multitude, but not pressing toward 
the center, but passing on the outer edge of the crowd. 

Then, at a signal from Ross, the scout said in his terse 
Wa 

oMen, I have struck at your idol, it is true, but I know 
~-what I am about, and I accuse him first of being a mur- 
hing robber and fugitive from justice, one who planned 
and led the work in the Phoenix Bank burglary, of which 


_ many of aa have heard.” 
“Tt ig faise!” yelled the disarmed sport. 
“It is true. That, however, is but a part of his crimt- 


~ nal record, a minor part. Well born and bred, he went 
eee early j in life from the innate deviltry in his nature. 
Je is <n adept forger, and an expert counterfeiter of 
Jnited States money—hold there! 
“The man who attenipts to leave this crowd will be 
- shot dead!” 

The movement of men in the assembled host to draw 


tow ard the outer edge of the circle was 5 Hees by this 


warning. 
‘Then Buffalo Bill resumed: 


i “Now to the record, mien, of this man from Shasta, as 


a ‘. 
a 
Ss 


ee bs 


_ he calls himself. He is not from Shasta at all; that dodge 
was merely one of his blinds. He has here in Gold Dust 
Gy" his whole outfit for counterfeiting government 
__ money, and his accomplices are in this very crowd. | | 


eee) 
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A et tg the detectives were here upon his track, 
he organized the Secret Vigilantes, and at once began to 
trump up charges against certain men. 

“His first blow fell upon the Blue Belts, and he deceived 
Colonel Camp, Sule Ross, Carl Waring and other good 
men and true, who associated with him as vigilantes to 
free the camp from rogues and preserve the peace. It 
was by his trickery and vile lies that the band of fifteen 
men were exiled from this camp. 

“The charges against them were utterly false and devil- 
ish, for these very men, Burt Boyd and his Blue Belts, 
actually were government detectives here for the purpose 
of entrapping this human devil and his numerous fol- 
lowers. 

“He had in his band, including himseif, twenty-seven 
men. Some of them were road agents, and it was five 
of his imps who attacked General Easton and his daugh- 
ter, 

“Those tWenty- -seven, their sport chief being in the lead, 
went on the trail of the Blue Belts purposely to destroy 
them. 4 

‘They overtook the exiles, robbed them of the monev 
they had, that which the sport had paid for the Blue Belt 
mine, as well, although it was counterfeit, and then they 
set to work to destroy them.” ° 

“Tt is false,” yelled the prisoner. | 

“Tam dealing in solid facts, good people! I forgot to 
say that this man was educated as a physician and sur- 
geor, and was a most clever one until he chose a life of 
dishonor, crime and deep depravity. As Dr. Augustus 
Norman he was known then, but he dropped his M. D., 
and his real name long ago. 

‘However, he practiced surgery right here only a few 
months ago, for he determined to torture the Blue Belts 
to death; so, with his obedient miscreants, he cut a foot, or 
a hand, off of each one of the overpowered men. | 

“He was well-nigh successful in his fiendish work, for, 
with utterly diabolical purpose, he turned them 1o0se to 
die of cold and starvation, maimed as they were! | 

“But 1 found the poor maimed victims of this miscreant, 
found them nearer dead than alive, and all that remains 
of the Blue Belts, Burt Boyd and six of his comrades, 
are here to. answer for themselves.” 

_ Buffalo Bill gave a loud call, and to the amazement of 
the crowd Burt Boyd came toward them from the cabin 
of Sule Ross. — - 

It beggars description to describe the scene that fol- 


‘Jowed. 


The men spotted by Buffalo Bill and Sule Ross were 


‘at once surrounded by the soldiers, and in a short while 


they, too, were in irons. 


The crowd insisted upon hanging them, right then and 
there, but Buffalo Bill told them that the atrocious scoun- | 
drels must be taken East for trial. - 

Captain Adams and his men surrounded the prisoners, 
and then. Buffalo Bill, Burt Boyd and others picked from 
the crowd went on a search to the cabins of the assumed 
Sam and his associates in wickedness. What they found 
amply repaid them, for the evidence would hang any man. 

It was proof of the sport’s guilt of the Phcenix Bank 
robbery, and three men then with him had been his pals 


in that affair. - 


The search supplied ere of his forgeries, and all the 
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counterfeiting outfit was found, as well as the case of 
surgical instruments with which the monster had ampu- 
tated. the limbs of the unfortunate Blue Belt Brigade de- 
tectives. 

No further evidence was needed, and all Yellow Dust 
City was in a furor of excitement over the appalling 
revelations. Too much could not be done for the Blue 
Belts, who had so cruelly suffered. 

Carl Waring at once bought from them the Blue Belt 


mine, for the purchase of the sport did not hold good, 


and Burt Boyd and his men were thus well supplied with 
money for their trip back. 
The guilty men, save the two who had been crippled by 


freezing, were at once taken to the fort, Buffalo Bill guid-— 


ing and Captain Charlie Adams and his men guarding. 

In safety they arrived, and the surprise sprung upon all 
at the fort was indeed great. That it won for Buffalo 
Bill many new laure!s may be taken for granted. 

He bore his honors modestly, as always, ‘and was ap- 
pointed by Colonel Lennox to escort the prisoners and 
their detective squad to the nearest railroad station, when, 
“in the early spring, they leit the fort. 

This service he duly performed, and upon his return 
was surprised to find a large Indian trail leading to the 
fort. 

A significant find, and in alarm he hastened on to see 
what it meant. ) 





! 


CHAPTER XXXI. 
CONCLUSION. . 


The ovation which Buffalo Bill received in Yellow Feet 


Cly on his return from the railway station made his heart » 
thrill with pride, and he learned with pleasure that there’ 


had not been a man killed nor a lawless act in the camps 


_ since the running down of the Sunflower Sport. 


When he discovered the Indian trail leading to the post, 
the scout naturally suspected mischief; but when he drew 
near he found the Indians encamped there and quickly as- 
certained that Death Hand and several hundred braves 
were there having a pow-wow with Colonel Lennox, for 
the chief had come to ask his paleiace friends to bury the 
hatchet with his tribe and live in peace. 

“This is your work, Cody, and so I shall report it to 
your honor,” said Colonel Lennox, and he turned the 
chief and his braves over to the scout to entertain. 

Three months later word came from the East of the 
trial and conviction of Dr. Augustus Norman,-alias Sun- 
flower Sam, the Shasta Sport, and his sentence to be 
hanged, while his companions in guilt also were con- 
demned to terms of imprisonment, several of them for life. 

Burt Boyd wrote Buffalo Bill, offering to share the big 
rewards with him, but this the generous- -minded scout re- 
fused emphatically.  ~ 

Still later the detective chief wrote again, saying that 
he had reorganized his bureau of secret service men, and 
had called his corps “Buffalo Bill’s Blue Belt Brigade,” 
for never would one of the Crippled Crew forget how 
much they owed to the matchless ‘ame aeie of the Wild 
West: wilderness... 

THE END. ef 


2 ‘Next week’s issue, No. 91, will contain “Buffalo Bull 
and the Boy Scout; or, The Tenderfoot Tramper of the 


a 


| Overland: # 


‘stirring the leaves. 


rie: BUFFALO BILL ‘STORIES. 


We want you to. ea acquainted wit the 
boy scout, Ned Osmond, boys. You'll find‘a fuil account 
of his adventures while seeking his fortune on the Over- 
land trail in next week’s issue. 

It fell to his lot to fight both Indians and oitlaws. 


Buffalo Bill did some wonderful work with “i rifle when 


he came to Ned’s assistance. 


What the Wind Brought. 
(By Earl Baum, Jeannette, Pa.) 


Hark! A distant rumbling was borne to my ears by ~ 
a warm night wind. 1 stopped, looked, and listened. | 
For the space of a few minutes ‘no sound came to my 
ears, save that produced. by the soft night wind gently 
All I could see: around me was the 
indistinct outline of tall pine trees, beyond which occa- 


sional glimpses of the moon could be seen, when not 
obsctyed by patches of clouds floating over her face. 


These were my dismal surroundings. 

Again [ heard that rumbling sound, Walking forward 
a few steps, I came to the end of the woods. Here a 
beautiful sight met my eye. The moon shone forth 
clear, and, running past.my eye, were two silver streaks, 
stretching west to Death Cut, and east to the Curve. 
But, what! Do my eves deceive me? Is there not a 
break in this shining streak about fifty yards to the left! 
Yes, and simultaneously with this thought came the rum- 
bling of the nearing train. 

Dashing to this break in the silver streak, I saw that a 
rail had been forcibly taken out and left lying across the 
track. Hastily grasping one end, I began to work it - 
into place, when, on the warm night air, came the clear 
and distinct cry, “Halt! Hands up, or you’re a dead 
man!” Greatly startled, I looked up and found the 
moonbeams shining on the barrel of a revolver pointing 
at my head, and held by a determined-looking’ man. 
Nothing broke the silence for the space of a few seconds. 
Then into the glutch came the Overland Express, trav- _ 
eling at about fifty miles an hour. Again came that voice, 
clear and distinct: “Lie down along that track this mo- 
mient ; refuse, and in one moment I’ll launch your soul into 
eternity.’ 

~ Death stared me in the face in both directions. Mak- 
ing a motion as if to lic down I grasped the rail and, 
by a few superhuman tugs, placed the rail into a fairly 
good position, But, crack! crack! Two revolver shots 
rang out in quick succession. A stinging sensation in my 
side told me I was shot. Turning my head, the iron 
moniter, with sparks flying from the brakes, was bear- 
ing down on me. I struggled fiercely to roll off the track, 
but was too weak. Nearer came the train, and then came 
a hard knock, given by my brother, with whom I slept. 
IT was pulling savagely at his leg—trying to place the 
rail in position. The bedspreads were all over the floor, 
put there by my fierce endeayors to get off the track. 
Being greatly scared at first and wet with Derspegion 


: it the lamp, and had no more sleep that night. - 
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of me I saw an animal in my path. 


" Buffalo Bal’s Decoy aia | 
(By Thomas Trudeile, Chicago, Itt.) 


» Ehad a very curious‘dream after readitig Buffalo Bill’s 
Beey Boys. | 
- My friend and I were traveling along one of the old 
trails that led to Wynkoop settlement, when we were 
suddenly captured by road agents, who bound us both to 
trees. When hound, they began shooting at us. My 
friend was shot in the calf of ‘the leg, but kept on look- 
ing square at them. I got loose, and on the ground in 
_ front of us were two pair of revolvers. I ent the rope 
‘that bound him, and he took his revolvers, and I mine. 
Soon we came to their horses, We jtimped into the 
saddles, and soop were flying away. shooting as we went. 
‘But just as T was turning around I felt something like a 
needle in my back, and | i fell out of bed, wakening me 


“Up. 





eh: an é My Adventures in Westerit Wilds. 
eH (By Dan Eicher, Ithaca, Mich.) ° 


A wiser time ago I dreamed a drearn I will never forget. 

I thought my father owned a cattle ranch in Western 
ede between two mountains. It was a most beau- 
> One day my father went to the nearest town, 
which ‘was twenty miles aw ay, leaving me alone with the 
-Sattle. rf; 

Just as it w as getting dusk T: started to drive the. cattle 
in the coral. “My horse gave, a snort, Looking in front 
I whipped out my 
old forty-four and fired three shots in quick succession. 
‘They took effect. With a scream the animal gave a 
- bound in the air and fell dead. I dismounted to examine 
it, and found it to be a young mountain lion. To my 
‘There steed its mother, err to 
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the two shots. 
effect. 


as fast-a 


came from an old mine. 


the entrance of ‘the room. 





Are you still deeaming, boys? 
You won’t be if you are lucky enough to win a prize. 
You'll be wide enough awake then. | 
But you must dream first, and let us know the result. 
ate Get a move on, before it’s too late. — 7 
Bie, , For full particulars, see page 32. 


finish the fight. She gave an unearthly scream, which 
frightened my horse. It gave a snort, and bounded away, 
leaving me alone with only: two shots in my revolver. I 
saw I “had to do or die. I raised the weapon and fired 
‘My aim was not sure, as only one took 
There I was alone without a thing to defend my- 


self with. The first shet stunned her; the other one tore 


along her neck, inflicting a deep flesh wound which made 


her furious, She gave a bound: toward me. I turned 
and ran: for my life through the brush. She followed 
she could. It was very dark and I was five 
miles frorh home. It was-a race for life. Although: she 
was crippled, she gained on me for a short distanee. 
With one last effort ‘she: gave a bound, but fell short, tear- 
ing my coat and setatching me with her claws. Just as 
she gave another bound ] awoke with a start. How glad 
I was when t found it only a dream! — uk 





My Dream of a Haunted Mine. | 
(By Bessie - Mancor, Chieftain, W. Va.) 


While visiting my aunt out in. the country last. Steere 
I had:the dream which T now relate. 

I was walking along when I heard a cry for help. It 
I walked into the opening in 
the darkness. On _and“on I walked. I was not afraid. 
When, all at once, I saw a light in an old room. On gpo- 
Ing closer: I saw. a woman dressed in white standing at 
Immediately I beheld: the 
flames of hell shooting up. all around me. ‘I. turned to 
run from. the mine, when [-found my way ‘barred by a 
great black object. I screamed, and ran deeper into the 
dark old mine. The old lady heard my scream and. gave 
chase, She caught me in her arms and I awoke, and 
found myself lying. under th bed. af was SS. to find it 
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| OU all know what a success the last contest was. We propose to make ep 
| _ even bigge. LOOK AT THIS SPLENDID PRIZE OFFER 
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iclding an EASTMAN BROWNIE CAMERA and a complete outfit for taking, s 
developing and printing Berar Liege 
CET INTO THIS CONTEST ar 


waaaihe: you were in the last or not. All you-have to do is 4 remember any | 7 


Curious Dream you have ever had, write it in five hundred words, or less, and | +~ 


send it with the accompanying coupon, properly filled out, to ie 


BUFFALO BILL WEEKLY, Gare of STREET & SMITH fh 
238 WILLIAM STREET, NEW YORK CITY 1 





THE PRIZES WE OFFER THIS TIME 
are about the FINEST EVER GIVEN in acontest of this kind. The cameras | 


i enon ate beauties—simple in operation and | 
COUPON : 4 ie 


i hold trid ith film e for SI 
Buffalo Bill Dream Contest. No. ees Waitt mn goniah Or Sat 





Sitar aca tO i hi | exposures without reloading. A car- fhe: 
| tridge and a complete outfit, together to 

| City of Town... | With a book of instructions as to how | 
State oecseessessesssensneees ; nes Diss bapavenan th eaeeaeetanupzaceasend | to take and develop photographs 20 





ee es ssosoneeetnnes as with each camera. | iH 
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(HON. WM. F. CODY) 


One of his latest photos by Staep 








uffalo Bill Stories 


is the only publication auth- 
orized by Hon. Wm. F. Copy 

















E were the publishers of 
the first story ever writ- 


~~ 


ten of the famous and world- 


“e-g 


renowned Buffalo Bill, the , 
hero whose life has been one 
succession of exciting and thril- 
ling incidents combined with 
great successes and accomplish- 
ments, all of which will be told 
in a series of grand _ stories 
which we are now placing be- 
fore the American Boys. The 
popularity they have already 
obtained shows what the boys 
want, and is very gratifying to 
the publishers. | | 





ae ab 2. 
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